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Quod  tibi  •vtt/e  fors  detraxit , 

Fama  adjiciet  fojihuma  laudi ; 

Nojlris  longum  tu  dolor  et  honor.  fivcH. 

TH  E  balmy  Zephyrs  o’er  the  woodland  ftray. 

And  gently  ftir  the  bofom  of  the  lake  : 

The  fawns  that  panting  in  the  covert  lay, 

Now  thro’  the  bloomy  park  their  revels  take. 

Pale  rife  the  rugged  hills  that  fkirt  the  North, 

The  wood  glows  yellow  by  the  evening  rays. 

Silent  and  beauteous  flows  the  filver  Forth, 

And  Aman  murmuring  thro’  the  willows  ftrays, 
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But  ah  !  what  mean?  this  flle^e  in  the  grove, 

Where  oft  the  wild-notes  footh’d  the  love-fick  boy? 

Why  ceafe  in  Mary’s  bower  the  fongs  of  Love, 

The  fongs  of  Love,  of  Innocence,  and  Joy  ? 

When  bright  the  lake  refle&s  the  fetting  ray. 

The  fportive  virgins  tread  the  flowery  green  j 

And  by  the  moon,  full  oft  in  chearful  May, 

The  merry  bride- maids  at  the  dance  are  feen. 

But  who  thefe  Nymphs  that  thro’  the  copfe  appear 
In  robes  of  white  adorn’d  with  violet  blue  ? 

Fondly  with  purple  flowers  they  deck  yon  bier. 

And  wave  in  folemn  pomp  the  boughs  of  yew. 

Supreme  in  grief,  her  eye  confus’d  with  woe. 

Appears  the  Lady  of  th’  aerial  train, 

Tall  as  the  fylvan  Goddefs  of  the  bow. 

And  fair  as  (he  who  wept  Adonis  flain. 

Such  was  the  pomp  when  Gilead’s  virgin  band, 
Wandering  by  Judah’s  flowery  mountains,  wept, 

And  with  fair  Iphis  by  the  hallowed  ftrand 
Of  Siloe’s  brook  a  mournful  fabbath  kept. 

By  the  refplendent  crofs  with  thiftles  twin’d, 

’Tis  Mary’s  Guardian  Genius  loft  in  woe: 

“  Ah  fay,  what  deepeft  wrongs  have  thus  combin’d 
“  To  heave  with  reftlefs  flghs  thy  breaft  of  fnow  ? 
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“  Ob  flay,  ye  Dryads,  nor  unfinifh’d  fly 

“  Your  folemn  rites ;  here  comes  no  foot  profane  : 

“  The  Mufes’  fon,  and  hallowed  is  his  eye, 

“  Implores  your  flay,  implores  to  join  the  ftrain. 

“  See,  from  her  cheek  the  glowing  life-blufli  flies ; 

“  Alas,  what  faultering  founds  of  woe  be  thefe  ! 

Ye  Nymphs,  who  fondly  watch  her  languid  eyes, 

“  Oh  fay,  what  mufic  will  her  foul  appeafe  !” 

“  Refound  the  folemn  dirge,  the  Nymphs  reply, 

“  And  let  the  turtles  moan  in  Mary’s  bower, 

“  Let  Grief  indulge  her  grand  fublimity, 

“  And  Melancholy  wake  her  melting  power  : 

“  For  Art  has  triumph’d  ;  Art,  that  never  flood 
“  On  Honour’s  fide,  or  generous  tranfport  knew, 

"  Has  dy’d  its  haggard  hands  in  Mary’s  blood, 

“  And  o'er  her  fame  has  breath’d  its  blighting  dew. 

“  But  come,  ye  Nymphs,  ye  woodland  Spirits,  come, 
“  And  with  funereal  flowers  your  trefles  braid, 

“  While  in  this  hallowed  grove  we  raife  the  tomb, 

“  And  confecrate  the  fong  to  Mary’s  fhade. 

“  O  fing  what  fmiles  her  youthful  morning  wore, 

“  Her’s  every  charm,  and  every  livelieft  grace  ; 

"  When  Nature’s  happiefl  touch  could  add  no  mpre, 

"  Heaven  lent  an  angel’s  beauty  to  her  face. 
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*'  O  !  whether  by  the  mofs  grown  bu(hy  dell, 

“  Where  from  the  oak  depends  the  mifletoe,  . 

‘‘  Where  creeping  ivy  (hades  the  Druid’s  cell, 

“  Where  from  the  rock  the  gurgling  waters  flow  ; 

“  Or  whether  fportive  o’er  the  cowflip  beds, 

“  You  thro’  the  haunted  dales  of  Mona  glide. 

Or  bru(h  the  upland  lea,  when  Cynthia  flieds 
“  Her  filvery  light  on  Snowdon’s  hoary  fide  : 

“  Hither,  ye  gentle  Guardians  of  the  Fair, 

“  By  Virtue’s  tears,  by  weeping  Beauty,  come  ; 

“  Unbind  the  feftive  robes,  unbind  the  hair, 

“  And  wave  the  cyprefs  bough  at  Mary’s  tomb. 

“  And  come,  ye  fleet  Magicians  of  the  air, 

“  The  mournful  Lady  of  the  chorus  cry’d, 

“  Your  aVy  tints  of  baleful  hue  prepare, 

“  And  thro’  this  grove-bid  Mary’s  fortunes  glide  : 

“  And  let  the  fong  with  folemn  harping  join’d, 

“  And  wailing  notes  unfold  the  tale  of  woe.” 

She  fpoke,  and  waking  thro’  the  breathing  wind 
From  lyres  unfeen  the  folemn  harpings  flow. 

The  fong  began  :  “  How  bright  her  early  mom  ! 

“  What  lading  joys  her  fmiling  fate  portends  ! 

<<  To  wield  the  awful  Britiih  fcepters  born, 

“  And  Gaul’s  young  heir  her  bridal- bed  afcends. 
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“  See,  round  her  bed,  light -floating  on  the  a*.\ 

“  The -little  Loves  their  purple  wings  difplay  ; 

“  When  fudden,  Ihrieking  at  the  difmal  glare 
“  Of  funeral  torches,  far  they  fpeed  away. 

“  Far  with  the  Loves  each  blifsful  omen  fpeeds, 

“  Her  eighteenth  April  hears  her  widow’d  moan  ; 

“  The  bridal  bed  the  fable  hearfe  fucceeds, 

“  And  flruggling  Faftions  Ihake  her  native  throne. 

“  No  more  a  Goddefs  in  the  fwimming  dance 

“  Mayfl:  thou,  O  Queen,  thy  lovely  form  difplay  ; 

“  No  more  thy  beauty  reign  the  charm  of  France, 

“  Nor  in  Verfailles’  proud  bowers  outfhine  the  day. 

“  A  nation  Item  and  ftubborn  to  command, 

“  And  now  convuls’d  with  Faflion’s  fierceft  rage, 

“  Commits  its  fcepter  to  thy  gentle  hand, 

“  And  alks  a  bridle  from  thy  tender  age. 

“  Domeftic  blifs,  that  dear,  that  fovereign  joy, 

“  Far  from  her  hearth  was  feen  to  fpeed  away  ; 

“  Strait  dark-brow'd  Faflions  entering  in  deftroy 
“  The  feeds  of  peace,  and  mark  her  for  their  prey. 

“  No  more  by  moon-lhine  to  the  nuptial  bower 
“  Fler  Francis  comes,  by  Love’s  fofc  fetters  led  ; 

“  Far  other  fpoufe  now  wakes  her  midnight  hour, 

“  Enrag’d,  and  reeking  from  the  harlot’s  bed. 
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“  Ah  !  draw  the  veil,”  fhrill  trembles  thro’  the  air : 
The  veil  was  drawn,  but  darker  feenes  arofe. 

Another  nuptial  couch  the  Fates  prepare, 

The  baleful  teeming  fource  of  deeper  woes. 

The  bridal  torch  her  Evil  Angel  wav'd, 

Far  from  the  couch  offended  Prudence  fled  ; 

Of  deepeft  crimes  deceitful  Faction  rav’d, 

And  rous’d  her  trembling  from  the  fatal  bed. 

The  hinds  are  feen  in  arms,  and  glittering  fpears 
Inftead  of  crooks  the  Grampian  flrepherds  wield  j 

Fanatic  rage  the  plowman’s  vifage  wears. 

And  red  with  (laughter  lies  the  harveft- field. 

From  Borthwick  field,  deferted  and  forlorn, 

The  beauteous  Queen  all  tears  is  feen  to  fly  ; 

Now  thro'  the  (Ireets  a  weeping  captive  borne. 

Her  woes  the  triumph  of  the  vulgar  eye. 

Again  the  viflon  drifts  the  fatal  feene  ; 

A^ain  forlorn  from  rebel  arms  (he  flies. 

And  unfufpeCting  on  a  filler  Queen 
The  lovely  injur’d  fugitive  relies. 

When  Wifdom  baffled  owns  th’  attempt  in  vain. 
Heaven  oft  delights  to  fet  the  virtuous  free  : 

Some  friend  appears,  and  breaks  Affliction’s  chain, 
But  ah,  r.o  generous  friend  appears  for  thee  ? 
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A  prifon’s  ghaftly  walls  and  grated  cells 
Deform’d  the  airy  fcenery  as  it  paft  ; 

The  haunt  where  liillefs  Melancholy  dwells. 

Where  every  genial  feeling  fhrinks  aghaft. 

No  female  eye  her  iickly  bed  to  tend  *  ! 

“  Ah  ceafe  to  tell  it  in  the  female  ear  1 
A  woman’s  ftern  command  !  a  proffer’d  friend  ! 

“  Oh  generous  paffion,  peace,  forbear,  forbear  1 

“  And  could,  oh  Tudor,  could  thy  bread  retain 
“No  foftening  thought  of  what  thy  woes  had  been, 
«<  When  thou,  the  heir  of  England’s  crown,  in  vain 
“  Didft  fue  the  mercy  of  a  tyrant  Queen  i 

“  And  could  no  pang  from  tender  memory  wake, 

“  And  feel  thofe  woes  that  once  had  been  thine  own  ; 
“  No  pleading  tear  to  drop  for  Mary’s  fake, 

“  For  Mary’s  fake,  the  heir  of  England’s  throne  ? 

“  Alas  !  no  pleading  pang  thy  memory  knew, 

“  Dry’d  were  the  tears  which  for  thyfelf  had  flow'd;} 
“  Dark  politics  alone  engag’d  thy  view  ; 

“  With  female  jealoufy  thy  bofom  glow’d. 

“  And  fay,  did  Wifdom  own  thy  ftern  command  ? 

“  Did  Honour  wave  his  banner  o’er  the  deed  ? 

No  Mary’s  fate  thy  name  fhall  ever  brand, 

‘‘  And  ever  o’er  her  woes  fhall  Pity  bleed. 
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“  The  babe  that  prattled  on  his  nurfe’s  knee, 

“  When  firft  thy  woeful  captive  hours  began, 

,f  Ere  heaven,  oh  haplefs  Mary,  fet  thee  free, 

“  That  babe  to  battle  march’d  in  arms  a  man.’’ 

An  awful  paufe  enfues - With  fpeaking  eyes. 

And  hands  half  rais’d,  the  guardian  Wood  Nymphs  wait. 
While  flow  and  fad  the  airyfcenes  arife. 

Stain’d  with  the  laft  deep  woes  of  Mary’s  fate. 

With  dreary  black  hung  round  the  hall  appears, 

The  thirfty  faw-duft  ftrews  the  marble  floor. 

Blue  gleams  the  ax,  the  block  its  fhoulders  rears, 

And  pikes  and  halberts  guard  the  iron  door. 

The  clouded  moon  her  dreary  glimpfes  {hed. 

And  Mary’s  maids,  a  mournful  train,  pafs  by- 
Languid  they  walk,  and  liftlefs  hang  the  head, 

And  filent  tears  pace  down  from  every  eye. 

Serene  and  nobly  mild  appears  the  Queen, 

She  fmiles  on  heaven,  and  bows  the  injur’d  head: 

The  ax  is  lifted — from  the  deathful  fcene 
The  Guardians  turn’d,  and  all  the  pidlure  fled  : 

It  fled  :  the  Wood  Nymphs  o'er  the  diflant  lawn. 

As  rapt  in  vifion,  dart  their  earneft  eyes ; 

So  when  thehuntfman  hears  the  ruflling  fawn, 

Jirle  Hands  impatient  of  the  flatting  piize. 
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The  fovereign  Dame  her  awful  eye- balls  roll’d, 

As  Cuma’s  maid  when  by  the  God  inlpir’d ; 

The  depths  of  ages  to  my  fight  unfold,” 

She  cries,  “  and  Mary's  meed  my  breafl  has  fir’d. 

f‘  On  Tudor’s  throne  her  Sons  fhall  ever  reign, 

“  Age  after  age  fhall  fee  their  flag  unfurl’d, 

(i  With  fovereign  pride,  where-ever  roars  the  main, 

“  Stream  to  the  wind,  and  awe  the  trembling  vvorld. 

Nor  in  their  Britain  fhall  they  reign  alone, 

“  Age  after  age  through  lengthening  time  (hall  fee 
“  Her  branching  race  on  Europe’s  every  throne, 

“  And  Goths  and  Vandals  bend  to  them  the  knee. 

“  But  Tudor  as  a  fruitlefs  gourd  fhall  die  ; 

f‘  I  fee  her  death-fcene — On  the  lowly  flore 
**  Dreary  fite  fits,  cold  Grief  has  glafs’d  her  eye, 

*•  And  Anguifh  gnaws  her  till  fhe  breathes  no  more. 

But  hark — loud  howling  thro’  the  midnight  gloom, 
Fa&ion  is  rous’d,  and  fends  her  baleful  yell  ! 

Oh  fave,  ye  generous  few,  your  Mary’s  tomb, 

Oh  fave  herafhes  from  the  blafting  fpell  : 

And  fee  where  Time  with  brighten’d  face  ferene, 

“  Points  to  yon  far,  but  glorious  opening  fky  ; 

<i  See  Truth  walk  forth,  majeftic  awful  Queen, 
f‘  And  Party’s  blackening  miffs  before  her  fly. 
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r>  Falfhood  unniafk’d  withdraws  her  ugly  train, 

“  And  Mary’s  virtues  all  illultrious  fliine— 

“  Yes,  thou  haft  friends,  the  godlike  and  humane 
“  Of  lateft  ages,  injur’d  Queen,  are  thine.” 

The  milky  fplendors  of  the  dawning  ray 

Now  thro’  the  grove  a  trembling  radiance  ftied. 

With  fprightly  note  the  wood-lark  hail’d  the  day. 

And  with  the  moonlhine  all  the  vifion  fled  b. 

t’  The  Author  of  this  little  Poem  to  the  memory  of  an  unhappy  Princefs 
is  unwilling  to  enter  into  the  controverfy  refpefting  her  guilt  or  her  inno¬ 
cence.  Suffice  it  only  to  obferve,  that  the  folloyving  fails  may  be  proved 
to  demonftration  :  The  Letters,  which  have  been  always  eftecmed  as  the 
principal  proof  of  Queen  Mary’s  guilt,  are  forged  :  Buchanan,  on 
whofe  authority  Thuanus  and  other  hiftorians  have  condemned  her,  has  fal¬ 
sified  feveral  circumltances  of  her  hiftory,  and  has  cited  againft  her  public 
records  which  never  exifted  :  And,  to  add  no  more  ;  The  treatment  (he 
received  from  her  illuftrious  Coufin  was  diilated  by  a  policy  truly  Machia- 
velian,  which  trampled  on  the  obligations  of  Honour,  of  Humanity,  and 
Morality.  From  whence  it  may  be  inferred, That,  to  exprefs  the  indignation 
at  the  cruel  treatment  of  Mary  which  Hiflory  mull  ever  infpire,  and  to  drop 
a  tear  on  liei  fufferings,  is  not  unworthy  of  a  writer  who  would  appear  ia 
the  caufe  of  Virtue. 
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HENGIST  AND  MEV:  A  BALLAD. 

SY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  CONCUBINE. 

Hac  novimus  ejfe  nihil. 

IN  antient  days,  when  Arthur  reign’d. 

Sir  Elmer  had  no  peer  ! 

And  no  young  knight  in  all  the  land 
The  ladies  lov’d  fo  dear. 

His  filler  Mey,  the  faireft  maid 
Of  all  the  virgin  train, 

Won  every  heart  at  Arthur’s  court. 

But  all  their  love  was  vain. 

In  vain  they  lov’d,  in  vain  they  vow’d, 

Her  heart  they  could  not  move  : 

Yet  at  the  evening  hour  of  prayer 
Her  mind  was  loft  in  love. 

The  Abbefs  faw,  the  Abbefs  knew. 

And  urg’d  her  to  explain  ; 

“  O  name  the  gentle  youth  to  me, 

“  And  his  confent  I’ll  gain.” 


(  *2  ) 

Long  urg’d,  long  vext,  fair  Mey  reply ’d, 
“  His  name  how  can  I  fay  ? 

“  An  angel  from  the  fields  above 
“  Has  rapt  my  heart  away. 

“  But  once,  alas,  and  never  more. 

His  lovely  form  I  fpied, 

“  One  evening  by  the  founding  fhore, 

“  All  by  the  greenwood  fide  : 

**  His  eyes  to  mine  the  love  confeft, 

“  That  glow’d  with  mildeil  grace  : 

“  His  courtly  mien  and  purple  veil 
“  Befpoke  his  princely  race. 

“  But  when  he  heard  my  brother’s  horn 
“  Fall  to  his  Ihips  he  fled  : 

“  Yet  while  I  lleep  his  graceful  form 
“  Still  hovers  round  my  bed. 

“  Sometimes  all  clad  in  armour  bright, 

“  He  fhakes  a  warlike  lance  ; 

“  And  now  in  courtly  garments  dight, 

“  He  leads  the  fprightly  dance. 

*5  His  hair  is  black  as  raven’s  wing, 

“  H  is  fkin  as  Chrillmas  fnow, 

“  His  cheeks  outvie  the  blufli  of  morn, 
His  lips  like  rofe-buds  glow. 
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“  His  limbs,  his  arms,  his  ftature,  lhap'd 
“  By  Nature’s  fineft  hand  ; 

“  His  fparkling  eyes  declare  him  born 
“  To  love  and  to  command.” 

The  live  long  year  fair  Mey  bemoan’d 
Her  hopelefs  pining  love  : 

But  when  the  balmy  Spring  return’d, 

And  Summer  cloath’d  the  grove  ; 

All  round  by  pleafant  Humber  fide 
The  Saxon  banners  flew. 

And  to  Sir  Elmer’s  caflle  gates 
The  fpear-men  came  in  view. 

Fair  blufli’d  the  morn  when  Mey  look’d  o’er 
The  caftle  wall  fo  Iheen  ; 

And,  lo,  the  warlike  Saxon  youth 
Were  fporting  on  the  green. 

There  Hengift,  Offa’s  eldeft  fon, 

Lean’d  on  his  burnifh’d  lance. 

And  all  the  armed  youth  around 
Obey’d  his  manly  glance. 

His  locks  as  black  as  raven's  wing 
Adown  his  (houlders  flow’d, 

His  cheeks  outvied  theblufh  of  morn. 

His  lips  like  rofe-buds  glow'd. 
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And  Toon  the  lovely  form  of  Mey 
Has  caught  his  piercing  eyes  ; 

He  gives  the  fign,  his  bands  retire, 

While  big  with  love  he  hghs, 

**  Oh  thou,  for  whom  I  dar’d  the  feas, 

“  And  come  with  peace  or  war; 

“  Oh,  by  that  crofs  that  veils  thy  bread, 

“  Relieve  thy  Lover’s  care ! 

**  For  thee  I’ll  quit  my  father’s  throne, 

“  With  thee  the  wilds  explore  ;  ’ 

“  Or  with  thee  lhare  the  Britifh  crown, 

“  With  thee  the  Crofs  adore.” 

Beneath  the  timorous  virgin  bluih. 

With  love’s  foft  warmth  Ihe  glows  : 

So  blufhing  thro’  the  dews  of  morn 
Appears  the  opening  rofe. 

’Twas  now  the  hour  of  morning  prayer. 

When  men  their  fins  bewail, 

That  Elmer  heard  king  Arthur's  horn 
Shrill  founding  thro’  the  dale. 

The  pearly  tears  from  Mey’s  bright  eyes 
Like  April  dew  drops  fell. 

When  with  a  parting  dear  embrace 
tier  brother  bade  farewell. 

The 
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Th? "crofs .with  ffftrkhng.aipjTipruli.brighn  , 
That  veil’d  her  ihowy  ofeaft,  >  >  "•  1  : 

With  prayers  to  heaven,  her  lily  hands 
Have  fixt  on  Elmer’s  veil. 


Now  with  five-hundred  how- men  true 
He’s  march’d  acrofs  the  plain. 

Till  with  his  gallant  yeomandrie 
.  He  join'd  king  Arthur’s  train. 

Full  forty  thoufand  Saxon  fpears 
Came  glittering  down  the  hill, 

And  with  their  fhcuts  and  clang  of  arms 
The  diftant  valleys  fill. 


Old  Offa,  dreft  in  Odin’s  garb, 

Afium’d  the  hoary  god  ; 

And  Hengift,  like  the  warlike  Thor, 
Before  the  horfemen  rode. 

With  dreadiful  rage  the  combat  burns, 
The  captains  (hout  amain  ; 

And  Elmer’s  tall  victorious  fpear 
Far  glances  o’er  the  plain. 

To  flop  its  courfe  young  Hengift  flew 
Like  lightning  o’er  the  field  ; 

And  foon  his  eyes  the  well-known  crofs 
On  Elmer’s  veft  beheld. 


The 


The  fli'ghtcij  lover  fvyeircl  hft  brei^ 
His  e'yes  fnot  living  fire. 

And  all  his  martial  heat  before 
To  this  was  mild  defire. 


On  his  imagin’d  rival’s  fteed 
With  furious  force  he  preft. 

And  glancing  to  the  fun,  his  fword 
Refounds  on  Elmer’s  creft. 

The  foe  gave  way,  the  princely  youth 
With  heedlefs  rage  purfu’a. 

Till  trembling  in  his  cloven  helm 
Sir  Elmer's  javelin  flood. 

© 

He  bow’d  his  head,  flow  dropt  his  fpear, 
The  reins  flipt  through  his  hand. 

And  flain’d  with  blood,  his  ftately  corfe 
Lay  breathlefs  on  the  ftrand. 

“  O  bear  me  off,’’  Sir  Elmer  cried, 

“  Before  my  painful  fight 

“  The  combat  fwims — Yet  Hengift’s  veil: 
“  I  claim  as  viflor’s  right.” 

Brave  Hengifl’s  fall  the  Saxons  faw, 

And  all  in  terror  fled. 

The  bow-men  to  his  caftle  gates 
The  bold  Sir  Elmer  led. 
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“  Oh  walh  my  wounds,  my  After  dear, 

* ‘  O  pull  this  Saxon  dart, 

««  That  whizzing  from  young  Hengift’s  arm 
“  Has  almoft  pierc’d  my  heart. 

“  Yet  in  my  hall  his  veil  lhall  hang, 

“  And  Britons  yet  unborn 
“  Shall  with  the  trophies  of  to-day 
“  Their  folemn  feafts  adorn. 

All-trembling  Mey  beheld  the  veft ; 

“  Oh,  Merlin,”  loud  (he  cried, 

“  Thy  words  are  true — my  flaughter’d  Love 
“  Shall  have  a  breathlefs  bride  ! 

4 

“  Oh,  Elmer,  Elmer,  boaft  no  mor» 

“  That  low  my  Hengift  lies !, 

“  O,  Hengift,  cruel  was  thine  arm  ; 

“  My  brother  bleeds  and  dies  !” 

She  fpake —  the  rofes  left  her  cheek, 

And  Life’s  warm  fpirits  fled  : 

So  nipt  by  Winter’s  lingering  blafts. 

The  Snowdrop  bows  the  head. 

Yet  parting  life  one  ftruggle  gave, 

She  lifts  her  languid  eyes ; 

“  Return,  my  Hengift,  oh  return, 

“  My  flaughter’d  love  !”  Ihe  cries. 
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“  Oh—— ftill  he  lives - he  finiles  again, 

“  With  all  his  grace  he  moves : 

st  I  come — I  come,  where  bow  nor  fpear 
“  Shall  more  difturb  our  loves.”— 

She  fpake-*lhe  died.  The  Saxon  dart 
Was  drawn  from  Elmer’s  fide  ; 

And  thrice  he  call’d  his  filler  Mey, 

And  thrice  he  groan’d,  and  died. 

Where  in  the  dale  a  mofs-grown  crofs 
O’erlhades  an  aged  thorn, 

Sir  Elmer’s  and  young  Hengilt’s  corfe 
Were  by  the  fpearmen  borne. 

And  there  all  clad  in  robes  of  white. 
With  many  a  figh  and  tear. 

The  village  maids  to  Hengift’s  grave 
Did  Mey’s  fair  body  bear. 

And  there  at  dawn  and  fall  of  day. 

All  from  the  neighbouring  groves. 

The  Turtles  wail  in  widow’d  note*,. 

And  ling  their  haplefs  loves. 


KNOW- 
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KNOWLEDGE:  AN  ODE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

Ducit  in  errorem  variarum  ambage  viarum.  O  V  I D. 

HIGH  on  a  hill’s  green  bofom  laid, 

At  cafe  my  carelefs  Fancy  flray’d. 

And  o’er  the  landfkip  ran  ; 

Review’d  whatfcenes  thefeafons  Ihow, 

And  weigh  d  what  lhare  of  joy  and  woe 
Is  doom’d  to  toiling  Man. 

The  nibbling  flocks  around  me  bleat. 

The  oxen  low  beneath  my  feet 
Along  the  clover’d  dale ; 

The  golden  Iheaves  the  reapers  bind. 

The  ploughman  whiftles  near  behind. 

And  breaks  the  new-mown  vale. 

“  Hail,  Knowledge,  gift  of  heaven  !  I  cried, 

“  E’en  all  the  gifts  of  heaven  befide, 

“  Compar’d  to  thee,  how  low  ! 

“  The  bleflings  of  the  earth  and  air 
“  The  beafts  of  fold  and  foreft  lhare. 

But  godlike  Beings  know. 
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How  meat*  the  (hort-liv’d  joys  of  Senfe  f 
**  But  how  fublime  the  excellence 
“  Of  Wifdom’s  facred  lore  ! 

“  In  Death’s  deep  (hades  what  nations  lie  i- 
<r  Yet  ftiM  can  Wifdom’s  piercing  eye 
“  Their  mighty  deeds  explore. 

“  She  fees  the  little  Spartan  band, 
lt  With  great  Leonidas,  withftand 
“  The  Afian  world  in  arms; 

“  She  hears  the  heavenly  founds  that  hung 
c‘  On  Homer’s  and  on  Plato’s  tongue, 

“  And  glows  at  Tully’s  charms. 

“  The  wonders  of  the  fpacious  iky 
“  She  penetrates  with  Newton’s  eye, 

“  And  marks  the  planets  roll ; 

“  The  human  mind  with  Locke  (he  fcanj; 
“  With  Cambray  Virtue’s  flame  (he  fans, 

“  And  lifts  to  heaven  the  foul. 

<l  How  matter  takes  ten  thoufand  forms 
**  Of  metals,  plants,  of  men  and  worms, 
“  She  joys  to  trace  with  Boyle  : 

This  life  (he  deems  an  infant  date, 

“  A  gleam  that  bodes  a  light  complete, 
tc  When  done  the  mortal  toil. 
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**  What  numerous  ills  in  life  befal ! 

“  Yet  Wifdom  learns  to  fcorn  them  all, 

“  And  arms  the  breaft  with  fteel : 

‘  E’en  Death’s  pale  face  no  horror  wears  ; 

‘  But,  ah,  what  horrid  pangs  and  fears 
44  Unknowing  wretches  feel ! 

‘  That  breaft  excels  proud  Ophir’s  mines, 

4  And  fairer  than  the  morning  Ihines, 

“  Where  Wifdom’s  treafures  glow  ; 

‘  But,  ah,  how  void  yon  peafant’s  mind  ! 

4  His  thoughts  how  darken’d  and  confin’d  ! 

44  Nor  cares  he  more  to  know. 

4  The  laft  two  tenants  of  the  ground, 

4  Of  antient  times  his  hiftory  bound  : 

44  Alas,  it  fcarce  goes  higher. 

4  In  vain  to  him  is  Maro’s  ftrain, 

4  And  Shakefpeare’s  magic  powers  in  vain, 

“  In  vain  is  Milton’s  fire. 

4  Nor  fun  by  day,  nor  liars  by  night, 

4  Can  give  his  foul  the  grand  delight 
44  To  trace  almighty  power : 

4  His  team  think  juft  as  much  3$  he 
4  Of  Nature’s  vaft  variety 
44  In  animal  and  flower,” 
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As  thus  I  fung,  a  folemn  found 
Accofts  mine  ear  ;  I  look’d  around. 

And,  lo,  an  antient  Sage, 

Hard  by  an  ivied  oak,  ftood  near, 

That  fenc’d  the  cave,  where  many  a  year 
Had  been  his  hermitage. 

His  mantle  grey  flow’d  loofe  behind. 

His  fnowy  beard  wav’d  to  the  wind, 

And  added  folemn  grace  ; 

His  broad  bald  front  gave  dignity. 

Attention  mark’d  his  lively  eye. 

And  peace  fmil’d  in  his  face. 

He  beckon’d  with  his  wrinkled  hand. 

My  ear  was  all  at  his  command  ; 

And  thus  the  Sage  began  : 

“  Godlikl  it  is  to  know,  I  own, 

<*  But,  oh,  how  little  can  be  known 
u  By  poor  fhort-fighted  man  ! 

'*  Go  mark  the  Schools,  where  letter’d  Pride, 
iS  And  ftar-crown’d  Science,  boaftful  guide, 

“  Difplay  their  faireft  light  : 

“  There  led  by  fome  pale  meteor’s  ray, 

4<  That  leaves  them  oft,  the  Sages  ftray, 

1-  And  grope  in  endlefs  night, 


Of 
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Of  Wifdom  proud,  yon  Sage  exclaims, 

“  Virtue  and  Vice  are  merely  names, 

“  And  changing  every  hour  ; 

“  Afhley,  how  loud  in  Virtue’s  praife  ! 

Yet  Afhley  with  a  kifs  betrays 
“  And  ftrips  her  of  her  dower. 

“  Hark,  Bolingbroke  his  God  arraigns; 

**  Hobbes  fmiles  on  Vice,  Defcartes  maintains ; 

“  A  godlefs  paflive  caufe ; 

“  See,  Bayle,  oft  flily  lhifting  round. 

Would  fondly  fix  on  fceptic  ground, 

“  And  wreft  th’  eternal  laws. 

And  what  the  joy  this  lore  bellows  ? 

**  Alas,  no  joy,  no  hope  it  knows 
“  Above  what  Brutes  may  claim  : 

To  quench  our  nobleft  native  fire, 

“  That  bids  to  nobler  worlds  afpire, 

“  Is  all  its  hope,  its  aim. 

“  Not  Afric’s  wilds,  nor  Babel’s  wafle, 

“  Where  Ignorance  her  tents  hath  plac’d, 

“  More  difmal  fcene  difplay  : 

“  A  fcene,  where  Virtue  fickening  dies. 

Where  Vice  to  dark  extinction  flies, 

“  And  fcorns  the  future  day. 
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"  Wifdom  you  boaft  to  you  is  given  : 

“  At  night  then  mark  the  fires  of  heaven, 

“  And  let  thy  mind  explore ; 

“  Swift  as  the  lightning  let  it  fly 
“  From  ftarto  ftar,  from  Iky  to  Iky, 

“  Still,  ftill  are  millions  more. 

“  Th*  immenfe  ideas  ftrike  the  foul 
44  With  pleaflng  horror,  and  contreul 
“  Thy  Wifdom’s  empty  boaft. 

44  What  are  they  ?— Thou  canft  never  fay 
44  Then  filent  adoration  pay, 

“  And  be  in  wonder  loft. 

u  Say,  how  the  felf  fame  roots  produce 
“  The  wholefomVfood,  and  poifonous  juice, 
“  And  adders  balfams  yield  : 

“  How  fierce  the  lurking  tyger  glares, 

44  How  mild  the  heifer  with  thee  lhare? 

44  The  labours  of  the  field  ? 

44  Why  growling  to  his  den  retires 
64  The  fullen  pard,  while  joy  infpires 
4‘  Yon  happy  fportive  lambs  ? 

44  Now  fcatter’d  o’er  the  hill  they  ftray, 

44  Now,  weary  of  their  gambling  play, 

44  All  Angle  out  their  dams. 


44  Inftindfc 
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“  Inftinft  dire&s — But  what  is  That? 

“  Fond  man,  thou  never  canft  fay  What; 

“  Far  ihort  thy  fearches  fall. 

“  By  Humbling  chance,  and  flow  degrees, 
The  ufeful  arts  of  men  increafe, 

“  But  this  at  once  is  all. 

<c  A  trunk  firft  floats  along  the  deep, 

*’  Long  ages  ftill  improve  the  fliip, 

“  Till  fhe  commands  the  fhore : 

**  But  never  bird  improv’d  her  neft. 

Each  all  at  once  of  powers  pofleft, 

**  Which  ne’er  can  rife  to  more. 

“  That  down  the  fteep  the  waters  flow, 

“  That  weight  defcends  we  fee,  and  know  ; 

“  But  why,  can  ne’er  explain. 

“  Then  humbly  weighing  Nature’s  laws, 

To  God’s  high  will  afcribe  the  caufe, 

“  And  own  thy  wifdom  vain. 

“  For  ftill  the  more  thou  knoweft,  the  more 
“  Shalt  thou  the  vanity  deplore 
“  Of  all  thy  foul  can  find  : 

“  This  life  a  fickly  woful  dream, 

•<  A  burial  of  the  foul  will  feem, 

“  A  palfy  of  the  mind. 
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tf  Tho’  Knowledge  fcorns  the  peafant’s  fear, 
el  Alas,  it  points  the  fecret  fpear 
“  Of  many  a  namelefs  woe  : 

Thy  delicacy  dips  the  dart 
6t  In  rankling  gall,  and  gives  a  fmart 
“  Beyond  what  he  can  know. 

el  How  happy  then  the  fimple  mind 
**  Of  yon  unknowing  labouring  hind. 

Where  all  is  Imiling  peace  ! 

**  No  thoughts  of  more  exalted  joy 
*e  His  prefent  blifs  one  hour  deftroy, 

•*  Nor  rob  one  moment’s  eafe. 

**  The  flings  neglefled  Merit  feels, 

*f  The  pangs  the  virtuous  foul  conceals, 

“  When  crufh’d  by  wayward  fate  ; 

“  Thefe  are  not  found  below  his  roof, 
f‘  Againft  them  all  fecurely  proof, 

“  Heaven  guards  his  humble  flate. 

**  Knowledge  or  wealth  to  few  are  given ; 
f*  But,  mark  how  juft  the  ways  of  heaven  ! 

“  True  joy  to  all  is  free  : 
f‘  Nor  Wealth  nor  Knowledge  grant  the  boon, 
“  ’Tis  thine,  O  Virtue,  thine  alone, 

“  It  all  belongs  to  thee. 
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*f  With  thee — how  bleft  the  Shepherd  lives  ! 

“  Gay  is  his  morn,  his  evening  gives 
“  Content  and  fvveet  repofe. 

“  Without  thee — ever,  ever  cloy’d. 

To  fage,  or  chief,  one  weary  void 
“  Is  all  that  life  bellows. 

*'  Then  wouldft  thou,  Mortal,  rife  divine  ? 

ft  Let  innocence  of  foul  be  thine, 

“  With  adlive  goodnefs  join’d  : 

“  Thy  heart  lhall  then  confefs  thee  bleft. 

And,  ever  lively,  joyful  tafte 
“  The  pleafures  of  the  mind.” 

So  fpake  the  Sage :  my  heart  reply’d. 

How  poor,  how  blind  is  human  pride ! 

“  All  joy  how  falfe  and  vain, 

**  But  that  from  Confcious  Worth  which  flows, 

**  Which  triumphs  in  the  midft  of  woes, 
fi  And  boafts  an  endlefs  reign.” 


An 
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P  O  L  L  I  Oc:  AN  ELEGIAC  ODE. 

WMTTES  IN  THE  WOOD  NEAR  R - -  CASTLE,  I762. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


Hac  Jovem  /entire,  Deo/que  cunSos, 

Spem  bonam  certamque  domum  report 0.  Ho  R . 


THE  peaceful  Evening  breathes  her  balmy  ftore. 

The  playful  fchool-bcys  wanton  o'er  the  green  ; 
Where  fpreading  poplars  (hade  the  cottage-door. 

The  villagers  in  ruftic  joy  convene. 


Amid  the  fecret  windings  of  the  wood, 

With  folemn  meditation  let  me  flray  ; 

This  is  the  hour,  when,  to  the  wife  and  good. 
The  heavenly  Maid  repays  the  toils  of  day. 


The  river  murmurs,  and  the  breathing  gale 
Whifpers  the  gently  waving  boughs  among, 

The  liar  of  evening  glimmers  o’er  the  dale. 

And  leads  the  filent  holt  of  heaven  along. 

e  It  has  been  often  faid,  that  Fiction  is  the  moft  proper  field  for  poetry, 
1:  it  is  always  lo,  the  writer  of  this  little  piece  acknowledges  it  is  acir- 
camftance  againft  him.  The  following  Ode  was  firft  fuggelted,  and  the 
ideas  contained  in  it  raifed,  on  revifiting  the  mins  and  woods  that  had 
been  the  fcene  of  his  early  amvfear.ents  with  a  deferring  brother,  who 
died  in  his  twenty-firft  year. 
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How  bright,  emerging  o’er  yon  broom-clad  height. 

The  filver  emprefs  of  the  night  appears  f 

Yon  limpid  pool  refleds  a  ftream  of  light, 

And  faintly  in  its  bread  the  woodland  bears. 

The  waters  tumbling  o’er  their  rocky  bed. 

Solemn  and  conftant,  from  yon  dell  refound  ; 

The  lonely  hearths  blaze  o’er  the  diftant  glade ; 

The  bat,  low-wheeling,  Ikims  the  duflcy  ground. 

Auguft  and  hoary,  o'er  the  doping  dale. 

The  Gothic  abbey  rears  its  fculptur’d  towers; 

Dull  through  the  roofs  refounds  the  whirling  gale  ; 

Dark  Solitude  among  the  pillars  lowers. 

Where  yon  old  trees  bend  o’er  a  place  of  graves. 

And  folemn  (hade  a  chapel’s  fad  remains. 

Where  yon  fcath’d  poplar  through  the  window  waves, 

And,  twining  round,  the  hoary  arch  fuftains  ; 

There  oft,  at  dawn,  as  one  forgot  behind. 

Who  longs  to  follow,  yet  unknowing  where. 

Some  hoary  ihepherd,  o’er  his  ftafF  reclin’d. 

Pores  on  the  graves,  and  fighs  a  broken  prayer. 

High  o’er  the  pines,  that  with  their  darkening  ihads 
Surround  yon  craggy  bank,  the  caftle  rears 

Its  crumbling  turrets:  ftill  its  towery  head 
A  warlike  mien,  a  fullen  grandeur  wears. 

S«, 


C  30  ) 

So,  midi!  the  fnow  of  Age,  a  boaftful  air 
Still  on  the  war-worn  veteran’s  brow  attends ; 

Still  his  big  bcnes  his  youthful  prime  declare, 

Tho’,  trembling  o'er  the  feeble  crutch,  he  bends. 

Wild  round  the  gates  the  dulky  wall-flowers  creep, 

Where  oft  the  knights  the  beauteous  dames  have  led  5 

Gone  is’ the  bower,  the  grot  a  ruin’d  heap. 

Where  bays  and  ivy  o'er  the  fragments  fpread. 

’Twas  here  our  fires  exulting  from  the  fight. 

Great  in  their  bloody  arms,  march’d  o’er  the  lea, 

Eying  their  refcu’d  fields  with  proud  delight ! 

Now  loft  to  them  !  and,  ah  how  chang’d  to  me  ! 

This  bank,  the  river,  and  the  fanning  breeze. 

The  dear  idea  of  my  Poll  10  brings 

<io  (hone  the  moon  through  thefe  foft  nodding  trees, 

When  here  we  wander’d  in  the  eves  of  Spring. 

When  April’s  fmiles  the  flowery  lawn  adorn. 

And  model!  cowflips  deck  the  ftreamlet’s  fide, 

When  fragrant  orchards  to  the  rofeate  morn 

Unfold  their  bloom',  in  heaven’s  own  colours  dy'd  ? 

So  fair  a  bloflom  gentle  Pollio  wore, 

Thefe  were  the  emblems  of  his  healthful  mind  ; 

To  him  the  letter’d  page  difplay’d  its  lore. 

To  him  blight  Fancy  all  her  wealth  refign’d  : 

Him, 
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Him,  with  her  pureft  flames  the  Mufa  endow’d. 

Flames  never  to  th’  illiberal  thought  allied ; 

The  facred  filters  led  where  Virtue  glow’d 

In  all  her  charms  ;  he  law,  he  felt,  and  died. 

Oh  partner  of  my  infant  griefs  and  joys  ! 

Big  with  the  fcenes  now  pall  my  heart  o’erflows. 

Bids  each  endearment,  fair  as  once,  to  rife. 

And  dwells  luxurious  on  her  melting  woes. 

Oft  with  the  riling  fun,  when  life  was  new. 

Along  the  woodland  have  I  roam’d  with  Thee ; 

Oft  by  the  moon  have  brulh’d  the  evening  dew. 

When  all  was  fearlefs  innocence  and  glee. 

The  fainted  well,  where  yon  bleak  hill  declines. 

Has  oft  been  confcious  of  thofe  happy  hours ; 

But  now  the  hill,  the  river  crown’d  with  pines, 

And  fainted  well  have  loll  their  cheering  powers. 

For  Thou  art  gone - -My  guide,  my  friend,  oh  where. 

Where  haft  thou  fled,  and  left  me  here  behind  ! 

My  tendered  wilh,  my  heart  to  Thee  was  bare. 

Oh,  now  cut  off  each  paflage  to  thy  mind  ! 

How  dreary  is  the  gulph,  how  dark,  how  void. 

The  tracklefs  Ihores  that  never  were  repaft  ! 

Dread  feparation  !  on  the  depth  untry’d 
Hope  faulters,  and  the  foul  recoils  aighaft. 


Wide 
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Wide  round  the  fpacious  heavens  I  call  my  eyesj 
And  fha.ll  thefe  liars  glow  with  immortal  lire. 

Still  Urine  the  lifelefs  glories  of  the  Ikies, 

And  could  thy  bright,  thy  living  foul  expire  ? 

Far  be  the  thought' - The  pleafures  mod  fublime. 

The  glow  of  friendlhip,  and  the  virtuous  tear. 

The  towering  wilh  that  fcorns  the  bounds  of  time. 

Chill’d  in  this  vale  of  Death,  but  languid)  here . 

So  plant  the  vine  on  Norway’s  wintery  land. 

The  languid  llranger  feebly  bud's,  and  dies : 

Yet  there’s  a  clime  where  Virtue  fhall  expand 
With  godlike  flrength,  beneath  her  native  Ikies. 

The  lonely  fhepherd  on  the  mountain’s  fide. 

With  patience  waits  the  rofy  opening  day  ; 

The  mariner  at  midnight’s  darkfome  tide. 

With  chearful  hope  expedts  the  morning  ray. 

Thus  I,  on  Life’s  llorm- beaten  ocean  tod. 

In  mental  vifion  view  the  happy  Ihore, 

Where  Pollio  beckons  to  the  peaceful  coaft. 

Where  Fate  and  Death  divide  the  friends  no  mor«. 

Gh  that  fome  kind,  fome  pitying  kindred  lhade. 

Who  now,  perhaps,  frequents  this  folemn  grove. 

Would  tell  the  awful  fecrets  of  the  Dead, 

And  from  my  eyes  the  mortal  film  remove  ! 

Vain 
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Vain  is  the  wifli - yet  furely  not  in  vain 

Man’s  bofom  glows  with  that  celeftial  fire, 

Which  {corns  earth’s  luxuries,  which  fmiles  at  pain, 
And  wings  his  fpirit  with  fublime  defire. 

To  fan  this  fpark  of  heaven,  this  ray  divine. 

Still,  oh  my  foul !  fiill  be  thy  dear  employ  ; 

Still  thus  to  wander  thro’  the  {hades  be  thine, 

And  fwell  t-hy  bread  with  vifionary  joy. 

So  to  the  dark-brow’d  wood,  or  facred  mount. 

In  antient  days,  the  holy  Seers  retir’d. 

And,  led  in  vifion,  drank  at  Siloe’s  fount. 

While  riling  extafies  their  bofoms  fir’d; 

Reftor’d  Creation  bright  before  them  rofe, 

The  burning  defarts  fmil’d  as  Eden’s  plains. 

One  friendly  {hade  the  wolf  and  lambkin  chofe. 

The  flowery  mountain  fung,  “  Mefliah  reigns !’’ 

Tho’  fainter  raptures  my  cold  bread:  infpire. 

Yet,  let  me  oft  frequent  this  folemn  fcene. 

Oft  to  the  abbey’s  {hatter’d  walls  retire. 

What  time  the  moonlhine  dimly  gleams  between. 

There,  where  the  crofs  in  hoary  ruin  nods. 

And  weeping  yews  o’erfhade  the  letter’d  ftones. 

While  midnight  filence  wraps  thefe  drear  abodes, 
And  fooths  me  wandering  o’er  my  kindred  bones, 
Vo i.  III.  D 
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Let  kindled  Fancy  view  the  glorious  morn. 

When  from  the  burfting  graves  the  juft  lhall  rife. 
All  Nature  fmiling,  and  by  angels  borne, 

Mefliah’s  crofs  far  blazing  o’er  the  Ikies. 


EPIGRAM 


ADDRESSED  TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  NOTE  ON  TH8 
FOLLOWING  LINES  OF  POPE. 

“  Let  modeji  Foster,  if  he  •will,  excel 
Ten  Metropolitans  in  preaching  'well” 

BY  THE  REV.  MR.  HENLEY. 

WHILE  Wifdom  Ihines  with  light  divine, 

Whate’er  Scurrility  may  fay. 

Good  Foster’s  name  lhall  ne’er  decline  : 

Then  ceafe,  vain  cur,  the  Moon  to  bay. 


THE 
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THE  SHAFT. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

BY  the  fide  of  the  ftream  that  ftrays  thro’  the  grove, 

I  met,  in  a  ramble,  the  blithe  God  of  Love  ; 

His  bow  o’er  his  (houlder  was  carelefsly  ty’d. 

His  quiver  in  negligence  clanck’d  at  his  fide  ; 

A  handful  of  arrows  he  held  to  my  view, 

Each  wing'd  with  a  feather  of  different  hue, 

“  This,  fledg’d  from  the  eagle,  he  fmiling  begun, 

“  I  aim  at  the  heart  that  no  dangers  will  fnun  ; 

“  And  this  from  the  peacock,  all  gaudy  array’d, 

**  The  breall  of  Sir  Fopling  is  fure  to  invade. 

“  When  I  aim  at  the  prattler,  who  talks  void  of  wit. 

My  fliaft  in  the  plume  of  a  parrot  will  hit ; 

“  And  when  I’ve  a  mind  that  the  jealous  fhould  fmart, 

“  I  pierce  with  an  owl- feather'd  arrow  his  heart. 

“  For  the  youth,  in  whom  truth  and  fondnefs  refide, 

“  From  the  breaft  of  a  dove  my  dart  is  fupply’d  : 

“  This  I  value  the  moil : - 'twas  this  that  I  found 

From  you,  O  my  Delia,  that  gave  me  the  wound,” 
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IRIS  TO  PHILUS. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

IF  flighted  Iris  can  your  pity  move; 

If  flighted  Iris  can  recall  your  love  ; 

If  e'er  with  joy  you  heard  her  fofteft  vcw. 

Renew  the  dear  idea,  hear  her  now. 

You  once  was  faithful,  oh  the  tender  blifs  1 
The  fweet  endearment,  and  the  thrilling  kifs  ! 

Thefe  witnefs’d  once,  when  I,  for  ever  true. 

Plighted  my  heart,  a  prey  to  love  and  you ; 

And  you,  untainted  by  the  vice  of  art. 

Yielded  to  me,  in  folemn  faith,  your  heart. 

Oh  fay  the  caufe,  the  caufe  I  long  to  find. 

You  dear  deceitful  man,  why  now  unkind  ? 

Hath  Iris  for  her  Philus  now  no  charms  ? 

For  him  no  pleafures  in  her  vacant  arms  ? 

Methinks  I  fee,  while  torture  wounds  my  reft, 
Methinks  I  fee  you  clafping  to  your  breaft 
Some  rofy  blooming  maid,  whofe  beating  veins 
Throb  with  foft  tumults,  with  extatic  pains, 

While  on  her  cheeks  the  deepening  blufhes  rife, 

And  melting  raptures  fparkle  in  her  eyes. 


Such 
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Such  were  the  joys,  when  I,  incautious  maid. 

Too  fondly  trufting,  was  by  you  betray’d. 

Such  were  the  joys,  oh,  call  the  fcene  to  mind  ! 
When  Iris  yielding,  all  her  foul  refign’d. 

Ah  !  then  you  fwore  (the  accents  now  I  hear. 

Your  turtles,  conftant,  coo  them  to  my  ear) 

That  hoary  Time,  and  joy-confuming  Age, 

The  ardors  of  your  flame  fliould  ne’er  affwage. 

But  tho’  unchang’d  by  age,  or  hoary  time, 

You  flight  my  ripen’d  charms,  my  bluflring  prime. 

All  fondnefs,  once  upon  my  breaft  you  lay, 

And  fweetly  figh'd  the  hafiy  hours  away  ; 

But,  ah  !  how  chang’d  my  fate,  forlorn  I’m  left. 

Of  every  kindly.foothing  hope  bereft  !■ 

Whate’er  was  wont  to  court  the  roving  eye. 

Now  fwells  the  tear,  and  heaves  th’  unbidden  flgh  ; 
Where’er  I  turn,  all  Nature’s  charms  feem  fled. 

The  fun  withdrawn,  the  fun-flower  droops  her  head  ; 
Robb’d  of  the  prop,  where  once  Ihe  fondly  clung, 
The  faded  woodbine  trails  the  earth  along; 

Unchang’d  alone  the  mournful  yew  remains. 

And  midft  each  varying  blaft  its  hue  retains ; 

Its  leaves  unchang’d,  my  faithlefs  fwain  reprove, 

But,  ah  !  they  cannot  teach  him  how  to  love  ! 

If  e’er  for  her  you  felt  the  flighted  care, 

Whofe  form,  too  often,  you’ve  pronounc’d  moll  fair, 
Whene’er  I  die,  and  die,  ah  foon  I  mult  ! 

Whene’er  this  body  moulders  into  dull, 
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This  only  favour  at  your  hands  I  crave, 

With  mournful  yews  to  fhade  my  untimely  grave  : 
Thcfe  mournful  yews  fhall  this  memorial  bear. 

Iris  lov'd  Philus,  and  Ihe  dy’d  f.ncere. 


LOVE  ELEGY. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

A  PL  cruel  Delia  ?  mull;  I  full  remain 
•A  JL  In  anxious  doubt  ?  will  nought  your  pity  move  ? 
Muft  I  dill  languifh  ?  mull  I  hill  complain  ? 

Still  are  you  deaf  to  every  plea  of  love  i 

A  ftranger  to  the  odious  wiles  of  art. 

The  coxcomb’s  chatter,  and  the  beau’s  grimace, 

I  fpoke  the  honed  dictates  of  my  heart, 

Nor  mafc’d  deceit  beneath  the  lover's  face;  • 

I  never  beaded  heaps  of  treafur’d  gold. 

No  dirty  acres  ever  were  my  theme. 

The  fordid  wretch  beneath  contempt  I  hold. 

Who  dares  with,  love  fuch  v/orthlefs  trifles  name. 

Apt} 
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And  let  the  fair,  whom  glittering  duft  delights. 

In  lieu  of  jointure,  barter  blifs  and  peace; 
Infipid  pleafures  waile  her  tedious  night6, 

And  jealous  wranglings  wear  away  her  days. 

Not  fuch  the  hours,  I  hop’d,  wdth  you  to  (hare ; 

Not  thus  to  tread  the  vulgar  path  of  life; 

Such  bafe,  fuch  brutal  joys  can  ne’er  endear, 

Can  ne'er  infure  the  fond,  the  tender  wife. 

’Tis  then,  O  then,  we  feel  th’  inraptur’d  blifs. 
When  loft  in  foft  confuiion,  fvveetly  coy, 

Each  virgin  charm  glows  with  the  melting  kifs. 
And  Nature  faints  beneath  th’ excels  of  joy. 

Tho’  this  would  cloy,  if  pleafures  more  refin’d 
Forebore  their  influence  o’er  the  breaft  to  fhed ; 
Virtue  alone  fecures  the  generous  mind  ; 

She  with  frefh  tranfport  crowns  the  bridal  bed. 

If  words  can  tell,  let  thofe  whofe  hearts  unite 
In  virtuous  love,  abfolv’d  from  all  controul, 
Confefs  the  pleafure,  the  fublime  delight, 

Th’  extatic  fenfe  of  mingling  foul  with  foul. 
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INSCRIPTION  UNDER  THE  SHADE  OF  A  LADY, 
GIVEN  BY  HER  TO  THE  AUTHOR. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

INVENTIVE  Love,  parent  of  every  art, 

That  courts  the  fancy,  or  that  wins  the  heart, 

By  thee  infpir’d,  a  Grecian  dame  of  yore, 

With  tendered  arrow  from  thy  facred  ftore. 

Each  pain  to  footh,  and  joys  o’erpaft  renew. 

Her  parting  lover’s  fhadowy  femblance  drew  : 

Hence  fprung  Defign  ;  and  Paint  its  aid  combin'd. 

To  inform  the  outline  with  the  fpeaking  mind. 

But  thou,  bleft  maid,  canft  baffle  all  their  boaft. 

Their  powers  would  all,  t’no’  Reynolds  ftrove,  be  loll; 
What  llroke  could  make  thy  comely  treffles  flow 
With  native  grace  ?  What  hue  could  teach  to  glow 
Thy  mild  fweet  blufhes  ?  or,  attemper’d,  break. 

With  pureft  white,  their  fofcenings  on  thy  cheek  ? 

Aught  lefs  than  power  divine  might  hope  in  vain, 

The  dewy  luflrings  of  thine  eye  to  feign  ; 

Or  fix  the  timid  fwellir.gs  of  that  breaft. 

Which  may,  kind  heaven,  no  care  but  Love’s  molefl  f 

Each 
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Each  charm  (hall  Memory  in  this  (hade  fupply. 

Braid  the  foft  hair,  and  langui(h  in  the  eye, 

Bid  the  fair  cheek  bloom  in  its  native  hue, 

The  dove-like  bofom's  gentled  fwell  renew ; 

Sweet  Fancy  every  attitude  rellcre. 

And  give  each  varying  grace  to  inchant  the  more. 

T  O  COLONEL  R - S. 

B  Y  S - .  B - .  ESQ. 

ER  E  this  can  drown  the  tendered  hufband’s  eyes. 

And  rend  the  fondeft  lover’s  heart  with  fighs. 

No  more  (hall  thofe  dear  names  my  rapture  move. 

Low  in  the  grave,  and  deaf  to  thee  and  Love. 

Firm  in  thy  country’s  caufe,  thy  king’s  defence, 

When  Honour  call’d  thy  patriot  virtues  hence  ; 

The  (low  difeafe  which  tainted  then  my  blood. 

In  vain  by  all  the  powers  of  arc  withftood. 

Aided  by  grief  more  deadly,  creeps  at  length 
Thro’  every  vein,  and  undermines  my  (Irength. 

Already  Death  hath  fummon’d  me  away. 

And  Love,  fond  Love,  fcarce  gains  an  hour’s  delay,- 
Yet  without  dread  Death’s  awful  call  I  hear. 

No  dark  prefages  chill  my  foul  with  fear, 
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No  unrepented  follies  dread  the  grave. 

And  onefliort  moment  more,  with  anguilh  crave. 
Prepar’d  I’m  call’d,  from  every  terror  free. 

Save  that  for  ever  I  fault  part  from  thee. 

But  when  on  thee  my  thoughts  reflecting  rove. 

And  ail  the  pleafures  of  our  virtuous  love  ; 

To  think  how  bled  we  were,  how  foon  mud  part. 
One  deep-felt  pang  would  pierce  the  dulled  heart ; 
To  call  one  longing,  lingering  look  behind, 

C2n  be  no  guilt}7  weaknefs  of  the  mind  ; 

Metbinks  when  heaven  hath  kindly  blefc  us  here. 
Fond  Love,  at  parting,  flicds  a  pious  tear. 

Still  with  each  comfort  will  I  cheer  my  heart, 
Reflgn’d  to  God,  tho’  trembilng  to  depart. 

Short  is  man’s  knowledge  of  a  future  flate, 
Perplex’d  with  doubts,  and  ignorant  of  fate  ; 

This  one  important  truth  we  only  know. 

Blifs  waits  the  good,  the  bad,  eternal  woe. 

But  what  thofe  blefiings,  what  thofe  woes  fhall  be. 
Thro’  Life’s  dull  cafement  fince  no  eye  can  fee. 

Let  Fancy  paint  the  raptures  of  the  fries. 

And  feenes  of  vinonary  tranfport  rife. 

Still,  as  was  ever  here  my  fondeftjoy. 

Let  for  thee  my  every  care  employ  j 
Still  let  me  ferve,  and  tho’  unfeen,  be  near. 

Not  life  itfelf  imparts  a  charm  more  dear, 
from  every  dangerous  flop  thofe  feet  to  guide. 
Which  here  to  foilow  was  my  virtuous  pride  j 
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When  wrath  provokes,  or  fortune  proves  unkind, 
To  lull  the  raging  tumults  of  thy  mind  : 

The  fweets  around  of  balmy  deep  to  Ihed, 

When  Sicknefs  binds  thee  to  her  painful  bed  ; 

To  guard  thee  fafely  thro’  the  dreadful  day. 

When  Slaughter  ftalks  from  rank  to  rank  for  prey  j 
Still  from  thy  bread;  to  avert  the  death-fraught  ball. 
And  bid  th*  uplifted  weapon  guiltlefs  fall : 

Still  at  thy  fide,  as  was  my  wilh  below. 

Your  Guardian-angel  wherefoe’er  you  go. 

With  thoughts  like  thefe  my  drooping  foul  I  warm. 
Plume  every  hope,  and  every  fear  difarm. 

But,  ah  !  to  think  what  thy  fond  heart  mull  feel. 
When  firft  thefe  lines  the  fatal  news  reveal, 

What  pangs  of  grief  will  rend  thy  gentle  bread. 
Sinks  my  fad  foul,  with  pain  and  love  oppred. 

But  let  me  from  the  tender  theme  refrain. 

While  every  word  but  sharpens  every  pain  ; 

For  when  the  hand  that  wounds  would  heal  the  fore. 
The  generous  heart  will  only  bleed  the  more. 

My  lateft  breath  for  thee  a  prayer  lhall  figh. 

If  not  deferted  by  myfelf,  I  die. 

No  more  lhall  I  thy  much-lov’d  face  review ; 

Adieu,  for  ever,  bed  of  friends,  adieu  ! 
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TO  A  LADY,  WITH  AN  ETUI, 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WHAT  Friendfhip  gives,  fweet  girl,  approve, 

They  well  deferve,  who  well  defign  ; 

Then  may  this  trifle  fpeak  his  love. 

Whole  conftant  heart  has  long  been  thine. 

Oft  may  each  toy  by  you  employ’d, 

Revive  his  image  in  your  heart— 

Or  if  the  tender  pen  you  guide. 

Or  lhape  the  lawn  with  niceft  art  j 

Or  of  its  rough  coat  ftrip  the  pear. 

Or  pick  your  teeth,  or  fip  your  tea  j 
Whate’er  you  do,  where’er  you  are. 

Think,  dear  Maria,  think  on  me. 
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TO  THE  SAME, 

AFTER  HAVING  RECEIVED  FROM  HER,  FOR  A  WATCH, 
A  HEART  WROUGHT  WITH  HER  OWN  HAIR,  AND 
INCLUDING  HER  NAME,  AFFECTEDLY  INCLOSED  IN 
A  NUMBER  OF  COVERS. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WHAT  tho’  your  art  my  hopes  evade. 

While  many  a  tedious  moment  flies ; 

My  patient  fearch  is  well  repaid, 

Not  India’s  wealth  fo  wilh’d  a  prize, 

Tho’  wanton  Love  the  bread  embroil 
In  many  a  wile,  and  care,  and  pain, 

Who  would  not  pleas’d  purfue  the  toil, 

A  faithful  heart  at  laft  to  gain, , 

The  trembling  hopes,  the  anxious  fears. 

The  pleafing  pains  which  love  infpires3 
Each  trouble  paft  the  blifs  indears. 

And  helps  to  fan  the  guiltlefs  fires. 
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Long  as  the  hand  of  this  machine 

Marks,  as  they  pafs,  the  fleeting  hours; 
As  long  as  life  itfelf  is  mine, 

Engaging  wit  and  beauty  yours : 

This  well-wrought  heart  fhall  e’er  retain 
The  name  to  love  and  friendlhip  dear ; 
While  in  my  own  your  charms  remain 
In  glowing  colours  painted  there. 


TO  THE  SAME, 

'-1  ITH  SHENSTONE’s  WORKS,  AFTER  HAVING  VISITED 
THE  LEASOWES  TOGETHER. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

TO  fpesd  the  fad  moments  away, 

Which  by  abfence  feem  tedious  and  flow, 
Attend,  my  dear  girl,  to  the  lay 
That  Love  taught  fo  fweetly  to  flow. 

Thro’  the  regions  of  quiet  and  joy. 

As  led  by  the  Mufes  you  firay, 

Oh,  think  that  your  Damon  is  by. 

And  that  fuch  are  the  words  he  would  fay. 


Such 
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Such  may  be  the  words  he  might  fay. 

But  what  words  can  his  paffion  impart  ? 
Or  how  (hall  he  form  the  foft  lay. 

To  exprefs  what  he  feels  at  his  heart  ? 


Tho’  thy  voice,  gentle  Ihepherd,  was  clear, 
Tho1  the  bower  of  Contentment  was  thine. 
Yet  thy  Ihepherdefs  was  not  fo  fair. 

Yet  thy  love  was  not  equal  to  mine. 
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THE  HERMIT. 

* 

AT  the  clofe  of  the  day,  when  the  hamlet  is  ftill* 
And  mortals  the  fweets  of  forgecfulnefs  prove. 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  on  the  hill. 
And  nought  but  the  nightingale’s  fong  in  the  grove } 
’Twas  then,  by  the  cave  of  a  mountain,  reclin’d. 

An  Hermit  his  nightly  complaint  thus  began, 

Tho’  mournful  his  voice,  his  heart  was  refign’d. 

He  thought  as  a  fage,  but  he  felt  as  a  man. 

“  Ah,  why  thus  abandon’d  to  mourning  and  wod, 

“  Why  thus,  lonely  Philomel,  flows  thy  fad  ftrain  ? 
“  For  Spring  (hall  return,  and  a  lover  bellow, 

‘‘  And  thy  bofom  no  trace  of  dejedlion  retain  j 
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«*  Yet  if  pity  Infpire  thee,  ah,  ceafe  not  thy  lay*' 

“  Mourn,  fweeteft  complainer,  man  calls  thee  to  mourn 
“  O  foothe  him  whofe  pleafures  like  thine  pafs  away, 

“  Full  fwiftly  they  pafs,  but  they  never  return. 

4‘  Now  gliding  remote  on  the  verge  of  the  fky, 

“  The  moon,  half  extindl,  her  wan  crefcent  difplays : 

<e  Yet  lately  I  faw,  where  majeftic  on’ high, 

“  She  fhone,  and  the  liars  were  conceal’d  in  her  rays  3 
cc  Roll  on,  thou  fair  orb,  and  with  gladnefs  purfue 
“  The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  fplendor  again  ; 

But  man’s  faded  glory  no  change  fhall  renew, 

“  Ah,  fool !  to  exult  in  a  glory  fo  vain. 

“  ’Tis  dark,  and  the  lancTcape  is  lovely  no  more, 

“  I  mourn  not,  yc  woodlands,  I  mourn  not  for  you  j 
“  For  morn  fhall  return,  all  your  charms  to  reftore, 

“  Perfum’d  with  frelh  fragrance,  and  glittering  with  dew 
“  Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  Winter  I  mourn, 

“  Kind  Nature  the  embryo  bloffoms  fhall  fave  ; 
t:  But  when  (hall  Spring  vilit  the  mouldering  urn  ? 

“  Oh,  when  fhall  it  dawn  on  the  gloom  of  the  grave  P'* 
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DEATH:  A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 


BY  DR.  P  O  RT  E  U  S. 

FIRST  PRINTED  AT  CAMBRIDGE,  1  759. 

FR  I  E  N  D  to  the  wretch,  whom  every  friend  forfakes, 
I  woo  thee,  Death  !  In  Fancy’s  fairy  paths 
Let  the  gay  Songfter  rove,  and  gently  trill 
The  drain  of  empty  joy. — Life  and  its  joys 

I  leave  to  thofe  that  prize  them. - At  this  hour. 

This  folemn  hour,  when  Silence  rules  the  world, 

And  wearied  Nature  makes  a  general  paufe ! 

Wrapt  in  Night’s  fable  robe,  through  cloyllers  drear 
And  charnels  pale,  tenanted  by  a  throng 
Of  meagre  phantoms  fhooting  crofs  my  path 
With  filent  glance,  I  feek  the  fhadowy  vale 
Of  Death. — Deep  in  a  murky  cave’s  recefs 
Lav’d  by  Oblivion’s  lidlefs  dream,  and  fenc’d 
By  Ihelving  rocks  and  intermingled  horrors 
Of  yew’  and  cyprefs’  lhade  from  all  intrufion 
Of  bufy  noontide-beam,  the  Monarch  dts 
In  unfubdantial  Majedy  enthron’d. 

At  his  right  hand,  neared  himfelf  in  place 
And  frightfulnefs  of  form,  his  parent  Sin 
With  fatal  indudry  and  cruel  care 
Vol.  III.  E 
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Bufies  herfelf  in  pointing  all  his  flings. 

And  tipping  every  lhaft  with  venom  drawn 
From  her  infernal  (lore  :  around  him  rang’d 
In  terrible  array  and  flrange  diverfity 
Of  uncouth  fhapes,  fland  his  dread  Minifters  : 
Foremoft  Old  Age,  his  natural  ally 
And  firmed  friend  :  next  him  difeafes  thick, 

A  motley  train  ;  Fever  with  cheek  of  fire  ; 
Confumption  wan  ;  Palfy,  half  warm  with  life. 

And  half  a  clay.cola  lump  ;  joint-torturing  Gout, 
And  ever-gnawing  Rheum  ;  Convulfion  wild  ; 
Swoi’n  Dropfy  ;  panting  Aflhma  ;  Apoplex 

Full-gorg’d. - There  too  the  Peftilence  that  walks 

In  darknefs,  and  the  Sicknefs  that  deflroys 
At  broad  noon-day.  Thefe  and  a  thoufand  more. 
Horrid  to  tell,  attentive  wait  j  and,  when 
By  Heaven’s  command  Death  waves  his  ebon  wand. 
Sudden  rufh  forth  to  execute  his  purpofe. 

And  fcatter  defolation  o’er  the  Earth. 

Ill-fated  Man,  for  whom  fuch  various  forms 
Of  Mifery  wait,  and  mark  their  future  prey  ! 

Ah  !  why,  All-Righteous  Father,  didlt  thou  make 
This  Creature  Man  ?  why  wake  th’  unconfcious  dud 
To  life  and  wretchednefs  ?  O  better  far 
Still  had  he  flept  in  uncreated  night. 

If  this  the  Lot  of  Being  ! - Was  it  for  this 

Thy  Breath  divine  kindled  within  his  bread 
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lvhe  vital  flame  ?  For  this  was  thy  fair  image 
Stampt  on  his  foul  in  godlike  lineaments  ? 

For  this  dominion  given  him  abfolute 
O’er  all  thy  creatures,  only  that  he  might  reign 
Supreme  in  woe  ?  From  the  bleft  fource  of  Good 
Could  Pain  and  Death  proceed  ?  Could  fuch  foul  Ills 
Fall  from  fair  Mercy’s  hands  ?  Far  be  the  thought,^ 
The  impious  thought  !  God  never  made  a  Creature 
But  what  was  good.  He  made  a  living  Man  : 

The  Man  of  Death  was  made  by  Man  himfelf. 

Forth  from  his  Maker’s  hands  he  fprung  to  life, 

Frefli  with  immortal  bloom ;  No  pain  he  knew. 

No  fear  of  death,  no  check  to  his  defires 

Save  one  command.  That  one  command  (which  flood 

’Twixt  him  and  ruin,  the  teft  of  his  obedience,) 

Urg’d  on  by  wanton  euriofity 

He  broke. - There  in  one  moment  was  undone 

The  faireft  of  God’s  works.  The  fame  rath  hand 
That  pluck’d  in  evil  hour  the  fatal  fruit, 

Unbarr’d  the  gates  of  Hell,  and  let  loofe  Sin 
And  Death  and  all  the  family  of  Pain 
To  prey  upon  Mankind.  Young  Nature  faw 
The  monftrous  crew,  and  (hook  thro’  all  her  frame. 
Then  fled  her  new-born  luftre,  then  began 
Heaven’s  chearful  face  to  low’r,  then  vapours  choak’d 
The  troubled  air,  and  form ’a  a  veil  of  clouds 
To  hide  the  willing  Sun.  The  Earth  convuls’d 
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With  painful  throes  threw  forth  a  briftly  crop 
Of  thorns  and  briars ;  and  Jnfeft,  Bird,  and  Bea& 
That  wont  before  with  admiration  fond 
To  gaze  at  Man,  and  fearlefs  croud  around  him* 
Now  fled  before  his  face,  fhunning  in  hafte 
Th’  infeftion  of  his  mifery.  He  alone, 

Who  juflly  might,  th’  offended  Lord  of  Man* 

Turn’d  not  away  his  face,  he  full  of  pity 
Forfook  not  in  this  uttermofl  diflrefs 
His  beft-lov’d  work.  That  comfort  ftill  remain'd, 
(That  belt,  that  greatefl  comfort  in  affliction) 

The  countenance  of  God,  and  thro’  the  gloom 
Shot  forth  fome  kindly  gleams,  to  chear  and  warm 
Th’  offender’s  finking  foul.  Hope  fent  from  Heaven 
Uprais’d  his  drooping  head,  and  fhew’d  afar 
A  happier  fcene  of  things ;  the  Promis’d  Seed 
Trampling  upon  the  Serpent’s  humbled  crefl. 

Death  of  his  fling  difarm’d,  and  the  dank  grave 
Made  pervious  to  the  realms  of  endlefs  day. 

No  more  the  limit  but  the  gate  of  life. 

Chear’d  with  the  view,  Man  went  to  till  the  ground 
From  whence  he  role  ;  fentenc’d  indeed  to  toil 
As  to  a  punifhment,  yet  (ev’n  in  wrath 
So  merciful  is  Heaven)  this  toil  became 
The  folace  of  his  woes,  the  fweet  employ 
Of  many  a  live-long  hour,  and  fureft  guard 

Againfl  difeafe  and  Death. - Death  tho’  denounc'd 

Was  yet  a  diflant  Ill,  by  feeble  arm 
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Of  Age,  his  folefupport,  led  flowly  on. 

Not  then,  as  fince,  the  Ihort-liv’d  Tons  of  men 
Flock’d  to  his  realms  in  countlefs  multitudes ; 

Scarce  in  the  courfe  of  twice  five  hundred  years 
One  folitary  ghoft  went  fhivering  down 
To  his  unpeopled  (hore.  In  fober  ftate. 

Through  the  fequefter’d  vale  of  rural  life. 

The  venerable  Patriarch  guilelefs  held 

The  tenor  of  his  way  ;  Labour  prepar’d 

His  fimple  fare,  and  Temperance  rul’d  his  board. 

Tir’d  with  his  daily  toil,  at  early  eve 

He  funk  to  hidden  reft  ;  gentle  and  pure 

As  breath  of  evening  Zephyr  and  as  fweet 

Were  all  his  flumbers ;  with  the  Sun  he  rofe. 

Alert  and  vigorous  as  He,  to  run 
His  deftin’d  courfe.  Thus  nerv’d  with  Giant  Strength 
He  ftem’d  the  tide  of  time,  and  flood  the  fliock 
Of  ages  rolling  harmlefs  o’er  his  head. 

At  life’s  meridian  point  arriv’d,  he  ftood. 

And  looking  round  faw  all  the  vallies  fill’d 
With  nations  from  his  loins ;  full -well  content 
To  leave  his  race  thus  fcatter’d  o’er  the  Earth, 

Along  the  gentle  Hope  of  life’s  decline 
He  bent  his  gradual  way,  till  full  of  years 
He  dropt  like  mellow  fruit  into  his  grave. 

Such  in  the  infancy  of  time  was  Man, 

So  calm  was  life,  fo  impotent  was  Death. 

O  had  he  but  preferv’d  thefe  few  remains. 
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Thefe  fhatter’d  fragments  of  loft  happinefs, 

Snatch’d  by  the  hand  of  heaven  from  the  fad  wreck 
Of  innocence  primaeval  ;  ftill  had  he  liv’d 
Great  ev’n  in  ruin  ;  tho’  fall’n,  yet  not  forlorn  ; 
Though  mortal,  yet  not  every  where  befet 
With  Death  in  every  fhape  !  But  He,  impatient 
To  be  compleatly  wretched,  haftes  to  fill  up 
The  meafure  of  his  woes.  ’Tvvas  Man  himfelf 
Brought  Death  into  the  world,  And  Man  himfelf 
Gave  keennefs  to  his  darts,  quicken’d  his  pace. 
And  multiplied  deftru&ion  on  mankind. 

Firft  Envy,  Eldeft-Born  of  Hell,embru'd 
Her  hands  in  blood,  and  taught  the  Sons  of  Men 
To  make  a  Death  which  Nature  never  made. 

And  God  abhorr’d,  with  violence  rude  to  break 
The  thread  of  life  ere  half  its  length  was  run. 

And  rob  a  wretched  brother  of  his  being. 

With  joy  Ambition  faw,  and  foon  improv’d 
The  execrable  deed.  ’Tvvas  not  enough 
By  fubtle  fraud  to  fnatch  a  fingle  life. 

Puny  impiety  !  whole  kingdoms  fell 
To  fate  the  luft  of  power  ;  more  horrid  ftill, 

The  fouleft  ftain  and  fcandal  of  our  nature 

Became  its  boaft. - One  Murder  made  a  Villain, 

Millions  a  Hero. - Princes  were  privileg’d 

To  kill,  and  numbers  fanftified  the  crime. 

Ah  !  why  will  Kings  forget  that  they  are  Men  ? 

And  Men  that  they  are  brethren  ?  Why  delight 


In 


(  55  ) 

In  human  facrifice  ?  Why  burft  the  ties 
Of  Nature,  that  fhould  knit  their  fouls  together 
In  one  foft  bond  of  amity  and  love  ? 

Yet  ftill  they  breathe  deftruftion,  ftill  go  on 

Inhumanly  ingenious  to  find  out 

New  pains  for  life,  new  terrors  for  the  grave, 

Artificers  of  Death  1  Still  Monarchs  dream 
Of  univerfal  Empire  growing  up 
From  univerfal  ruin. — Blaft  the  defign. 

Great  God  of  Hofts,  not  let  thy  creatures  fall 
Unpitied  victims  at  Ambition’s  Ihrine  ! 

Yet  fay,  fhould  Tyrants  learn  at  laft  to  feel. 

And  the  loud  din  of  battle  ceafe  to  roar ; 

Should  dove-ey’d  Peace  o’er  all  the  earth  extend 
Her  olive  branch,  and  give  the  world  repofe. 

Would  Death  be  foil’d  i  Would  health,  and  firength,  and 
youth 

Defy  his  power  ?  Has  he  no  arts  in  ftore, 

No  other  fhafts  fave  thofe  of  war  ? - Alas ! 

Ev’n  in  the  fmile  of  Peace,  that  fmile  which  fheds 
A  heavenly  funfhine  o’er  the  foul,  there  bafks 
That  ferpent  Luxury  :  War  its  thoufands  flays. 

Peace  its  ten  thoufands :  In  th’  embattled  plain 
Though  Death  exults,  and  claps  his  raven  wings^ 

Yet  reigns  he  not  ev’n  there  fo  abfolute, 

So  mercilefs,  as  in  yon  frantic  fcencs 
Of  midnight  revel  and  tumultuous  mirth, 

Where,  in  th’  intoxicating  draught  conceal’d. 

Or  couch’d  beneath  the  glance  of  lawlefs  Love, 
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He  fnares  the  fimple  youth,  who  nought  fufpedting 
Means  to  be  blefl — But  finds  h..  r  undone. 

Down  the  fmooth  ftream  of  lit  ’  •  S  riphng  darts 
Gay  as  the  morn ;  bright  glows  the  vernal  flay, 
Hope  fvvells  his  fails,  and  Fancy  fleers  hi:  i-fe  ; 
Safe  glides  his  little  bark  along  the  fhore 
Where  Virtue  takes  her  Hand ;  but  if  too  far 
He  launches  forth  beyond  Difcretion’s  mark. 

Sudden  the  tempeft  fcowls,  the  furges  roar, 

Elot  his  fair  day,  and  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 

O  fad  but  fure  mifchance  !  O  happier  far 
To  lie  like  gallant  Howe  midfl:  Indian  wilds 
A  breathlefs  corfe,  cut  off  by  favage  hands 
In  earlieft  prime,  a  generous  fac/ifce 
To  Freedom’s  holy  caufe ;  than  fo  to  fall 
Torn  immature  from  life’s  meridian  joys, 

A  prey  to  Vice,  Intemperance,  and  Difeafe. 

Yet  die  ev'n  thus,  thus  rather  perilh  ftill, 

Ye  Sons  of  Pleafure,  by  th’  Almighty  ftricken, 

Than  ever  dare  (though  oft,  alas  !  ye  dare) 

To  lift  againll  yourfelves  the  murderous  fteel, 

To  wreft  from  God’s  own  h2na  the  fword  of  Juflice, 
And  be  your  own  avengers  —Hold,  rafh  Man, 
Though  with  anticipating  fpeed  thouhl  rang’d 
Through  every  region  of  delight,  nor  left 
One  joy  to  gild  the  evening  of  thy  days, 

Though  life  feem  one  uncomfortable  void, 

Guilt  at  thy  heels,  before  thy  face  defpair, 


(  57  ) 

Yet  gay  this  fcene,  and  light  this  load  of  woe. 

Compar’d  with  thy  hereafter.  Think,  O  think. 

And  ere  thou  plunge  into  the  vafc  abyfs, 

Paufe  on  the  verge  awhile,  look  down  and  fee 
Thy  future  manfion. — Why  that  ftart  of  horror  ? 

From  thy  flack  hand  why  drops  t-h’  uplifted  fteel  ? 

Didfl  thou  not  think  fuch  vengeance  mull  await 
The  wretch,  that  with  his  crimes  all  frefh  about  him 
Rulhes  irreverent,  unprepar’d,  uncall’d. 

Into  his  Maker’s  prefence,  throwing  back 
With  infolent  difdain  Iris  choiceft  gift  ? 

Live  then,  while  Heaven  in  pity  lends  thee  life. 

And  think  it  all  too  fliort  to  wafn  away 
By  penitential  tears  and  deep  contrition 
The  fcarlet  of  thy  crimes.  So  (halt  thou  find 
Reft  to  thy  foul,  fo  unappall’d  fnalt  meet 
Death  when  he  comes,  not  wantonly  invite 
His  lingering  ftroke.  Be  it  thy  foie  concern 
With  innocence  to  live,  with  patience  wait 
Th’  appointed  hour  ;  too  foon  th2t  hour  will  come, 

Tho’  Nature  run  her  courfe  ;  But  Nature’s  God, 

If  need  require,  by  thoufand  various  ways. 

Without  thy  aid,  can  fhorten  that  fliort  fpan. 

And  quench  the  lamp  of  life. — O  when  he  comes. 

Rous’d  by  the  cry  of  wickednefs  extreme 
To  Heaven  afcending  from  fome  guilty  land 
Now  ripe  for  vengeance  ;  when  he  comes  array’d 
In  all  the  terrors  of  Almighty  wrath  ; 

Forth  from  his  boibm  plucks  Ins  lingering  Arm> 

And 
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And  on  the  mifcreants  pours  deftrufticm  down  ? 

Who  can  abide  his  coming  ?  Who  can  bear 
His  whole  difpleafure  ?  In  no  common  form 
Death  then  appears,  but  darting  into  Size 
Enormous,  meafares  with  gigantic  firioe 
Th’  aftonifh’d  Earth,  and  from  his  looks  throws  round 
Unutterable  horror  and  difmay. 

All  Nature  lends  her  aid.  Each  Element 
Arms  in  his  caufe.  Ope  fly  the  doors  of  Heaven, 
The  fountains  of  the  deep  their  barriers  break. 

Above,  below,  the  rival  torrents  pour. 

And  drown  Creation,  or  in  floods  of  fire 
Dcfcends  a  livid  cataradl,  and  confumes 
An  impious  race. — Sometimes  when  all  feems  peace, 
Wakes  the  grim  whirlwind,  and  with  rude  embrace 
Sweeps  nations  to  their  grave,  or  in  the  deep 
Whelms  the  proud  wooden  world  ;  full  many  a  youth 
Floats  on  his  watery  bier,  or  lies  unwept 

On  fome  fad  defert  flrore  ! - At  dead  of  night 

In  fullen  filence  ftalks  forth  Peftilence  : 

Contagion  clofe  behind  taints  all  her  Heps 
With  poifonous  dew;  no  fmiting  Hand  is  feen. 

No  found  is  heard  ;  but  foon  her  fecret  path 
Is  mark’d  with  defolation ;  heaps  on  heaps 
Promifcuous  drop  :  No  friend,  no  refuge  near  ; 

Ail,  all,  is  falfe  and  treacherous  around. 

All  that  they  touch,  or  tafte,  or  breathe,  is  Death. 

But  ah  !  what  means  that  ruinous  roar  ?  why  fail 
Thefe  tottering  feet  ? - Earth  to  its  centre  feels 
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The  Godhead’s  power,  and  trembling  at  his  touch 
Through  all  its  pillars,  and  in  every  pore, 

Hurls  to  the  around  with  one  convulfive  heave 
Precipitating  domes,  and  towns,  and  towers, 

The  work  of  ages.  Crulh’d  beneath  the  weight 
Cf  general  devaftation,  millions  find 
One  common  grave  ;  not  ev’n  a  widow  left 
To  wail  her  fons  :  the  houfe,  that  fhould  protefl. 
Entombs  its  mailer,  and  the  faithlefs  plain, 

If  there  he  flies  for  help,  with  fudden  yawn 

Starts  from  beneath  him. — Shield  me,  gracious  Heaven  ! 

O  fnatch  me  from  defirudlion  !  If  this  Globe, 

This  folid  Globe,  which  thine  own  hand  hath  made 
So  firm  and  fure,  if  this  my  Heps  betray  ; 

If  my  own  mother  Earth  from  whence  I  fprung  ' 

Rife  up  with  rage  unnatural  to  devour 
Her  wretched  offspring,  whither  ihall  I  fly  ? 

Where  look  for  fuccour  ?  Where,  but  up  to  thee. 
Almighty  Father?  Save,  O  fave  thy  fuppliant 
From  horrors  fuch  as  thefe  ! — At  thy  good  time 

Let  Death  approach  ;  I  reck  not - let  him  but  come 

In  genuine  form,  not  with  thy  vengeance  arm’d. 

Too  much  for  Man  to  bear,  O  rather  lend 
Thy  kindly  aid  to  mitigate  his  flroke. 

And  at  that  hour  when  all  aghaft  I  Hand, 

(A  trembling  Candidate  for  thy  compaflion,) 

On  this  World’s  brink,  and  look  into  the  next  • 

When  my  foul  ftarting  from  the  dark  unknown 
Calls  back  a  wifhful  look,  and  fondly  clings 
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To  her  frail  prop,  unwilling  to  be  wrench’d 
From  this  fair  fcene,  from  all  her  cuftom’d  joys. 
And  all  the  lovely  relatives  of  life. 

Then  fhed  thy  comforts  o’er  me ;  then  put  on 
The  gentleft  of  thy  looks.  Let  no  dark  Crimes 
In  all  their  hideous  forms  then  flatting  up 
Plant  themfelves  round  my  couch  in  grim  array. 
And  flab  my  bleeding  heart  with  two  edg’d -torture, 
Senfe  of  paft  guilt,  and  dread  of  future  woe. 

Far  be  the  g’naflly  crew  !  and  in  their  head. 

Let  chearful  Memory  from  her  pureft  cells 
Lead  forth  a  goodly  train  of  Virtues  fair 
Cherifn’d  in  earlieft  youth,  now  paying  back 
"With  tenfold  ufury  the  pious  care, 

And  pouring  o’er  my  wounds  the  heavenly  balm 
Of  confcious  innocence. — But  chiefly,  Thou, 
Whom  foft-ey’d  Pity  once  led  down  from  Heaven 
To  bleed  for  Man,  to  teach  him  how  to  live. 

And,  oh  !  hill  harder  Le/Ton  !  how  to  die, 

Difdain  not  Thou  to  fmcoth  the  reftlefs  bed 

Of  Sicknefs  and  of  Pain. - Forgive  the  tear 

That  feeble  Nature  drops,  calm  all  her  fears. 
Wake  all  her  hope-,  and  animate  her  faith, 

Tiil  my  rapt  Soul  anticipating  Heaven 
Burfts  from  the  thraldom  of  incumbering  clay, 

And  on  the  wing  of  Extafy  upborn 
Springs  into  Liberty,  and  L:ghr,  and  Life. 
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THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT; 

A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 

BY  DR.  GLYNN. 

TH  Y  juftice,  heavenly  King  !  and  that  great  day. 
When  Virtue,  long  abandon’d  and  forlorn. 

Shall  raife  her  penfive  head  ;  and  Vice,  that  erft 
Rang’d  unreprov’d  and  free,  lhall  fmk  appall’d, 

1  fing  adventurous. - But  what  eye  can  pierce 

The  vaft  immeafurable  realms  of  fpace 
O’er  which  Mefiiah  drives  his  flaming  car 
To  that  bright  region,  where  enthron’d  he  fits 
Firft-born  of  heaven,  to  judge  aflembled  worlds, 

Cloath’d  in  celeftial  radiance  !  Can  the  Mufe, 

Her  feeble  wing  all  damp  with  earthly  dew. 

Soar  to  that  bright  empyreal,  where  around. 

Myriads  of  angeb,  God’s  perpetual  choir. 

Hymn  Halelujah’s ;  and  in  concert  loud 

Chaunt  fongs  of  triumph  to  their  Maker’s  praife  ? - . 

Yet  will  I  ftrive  to  fing,  albeit  unus’d 
To  tread  poetic  foil.  What  tho'  the  wiles 
Of  Fancy  me  enchanted  ne’er  could  lure 
To  rove  o'er  fairy  lands  ;  to  fwim  the  dreams 
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That  thro'  her  vallies  weave  their  mazy  way. 

Or  climb  her  mountain  tops  ;  yet  will  I  raife 
My  feeble  voice  to  tell  what  harmony 
(Sweet  as  the  muficof  the  rolling  fpheres) 

Attunes  the  moral  world  :  that  Virtue  ftill 
May  hope  her  promis’d  crown  ;  that  Vice  may  dread 
Vengeance,  tho’  late  ;  that  reafoning  Pride  may  own 
Juft  tho’  unfearchable  the  ways  of  heaven. 

Sceptic  !  whoe’er  thou  art,  who  fay’ft  the  foul, 
That  divine  particle,  which  God’s  own  breath 
Infpir’d  into  the  mortal  mafs,  fhall  reft 
Annihilate,  ’till  Duration  has  unroll’d 
Her  never-ending  line  ;  tell,  if  thou  know’ft, 

Why  every  nation,  every  clime,  tho’  all 
In  law3,  in  rites,  in  manners  difagree. 

With  one  confent  expesft  another  world, 

Where  wickednefs  Ihall  weep  ?  Why  Paynim  bards 
Fabled  Elyfian  plains,  Tartarean  lakes, 

Styx  and  Cocytus  ?  Tell,  why  Hali’s  fons 
Have  feign’d  a  paradife  of  mirth  and  love, 

Banquets,  and  blooming  nymphs  ?  Or  rather  tell. 
Why,  on  the  brink  of  Orellana’s  ftreara. 

Where  never  Science  rear’d  her  facred  torch, 

Th’  untutor’d  Indian  dreams  of  happier  worlds 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill  ?  why  in  each  breaft 
Is  plac’d  a  friendly  monitor,  that  prompts. 

Informs,  directs,  encourages,  forbids  ? 

Tell,  why  on  unknown  evil  grief  attends. 
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Or  joy  on  fecret  good  ?  Why  conscience  ads 
With  tenfold  force,  when  ficknefs,  age,  or  pain. 

Stands  tottering  on  the  precipice  of  Death  ? 

Or  why  fuch  horror  gnaws  the  guilty  foul 
Of  dying  Sinners ;  while  the  good  man  fleeps 
Peaceful  and  calm,  and  with  a  frnile  expires  i 
Look  round  the  world,  with  what  a  partial  hand 
The  fcale  of  blifs  and  mifery  is  fuftain’d  ! 

Beneath  the  ihadeof  cold  obfcurity 

Pale  Virtue  lies !  no  arm  Supports  her  head. 

No  friendly  voice  fpeaks  comfort  to  her  foul. 

Nor  foft-ey’d  Pity  drops  a  melting  tear  ; 

But,  in  their  ftead,  Contempt  and  rude  Difdain 
Infult  the  banilh’d  wanderer  :  on  ihe  goes 
Negleded  and  forlorn  :  Difeafe,  and  Cold, 

And  Famine,  word  of  ills,  her  fteps  attend  : 

Yet  patient,  and  to  heaven’s  juft  will  refign’d. 

She  ne’er  is  feen  to  weep,  or  heard  to  figh. 

Now  turn  your  eyes  to  yon  Sweet- fmelling  bower. 

Where  flufh’d  with  all  the  infoIenCe  of  wealth 
Sits  pamper’d  Vice  !  For  him  th’  Arabian  gale 
Breathes  forth  delicious  odours !  Gallia's  hills 
For  him  pour  nedtar  from  the  purple  vine ; 

Nor  think  for  thefe  he  pays  the  tribute  due 
To  heaven  ;  of  heaven  he  never  names  the  name. 

Save  when  with  imprecations  dark  and  dire 
He  points  his  jell  cbfcene.  Yet  buxom  Health 
Sits  on  his  rofy  cheek  j  yet  Honour  gilds 
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His  high  exploits;  and  downy  pinion’d  Sleep 
Sheds  a  foft  opiate  o’er  his  peaceful  couch. 

See’ll;  thou  this,  righteous  Father  !  See’ll  thou  this, 
And  wilt  thou  ne’er  repay  ?  Shall  good  and  ill 
Be  carried  undillinguilh'd  to  the  land 
Where  all  things  are  forgot  ? — Ah  !  no  ;  the  day 
Will  come,  when  Virtue  from  the  cloud  fhall  burfl: 
That  long  obfcur’d  her  beams ;  when  Sin  fhall  fly 
Back  to  her  native  hell ;  there  fink  eclips’d 
In  penal  darknefs ;  where  nor  ftar  fliall  rife, 

Nor  ever  funfhine  pierce  th’  impervious  gloom. 

On  that  great  day  the  folemn  trump  fliall  found, 
(That  trump  which  once  in  heaven  on  man’s  revolt 
Convok’d  the  aftonifli’d  feraphs)  at  vvhofe  voice 
Th’  unpeopled  graves  fhall  pour  forth  all  their  dead. 
Then  fliall  th’  affembled  nations  of  the  earth 
From  every  quarter,  at  the  judgment- feat 
Unite ;  Egyptians,  Babylonians,  Greeks, 

Parthians,  and  they  who  dwelt  on  Tyber’s  banks, 
Names  fam’d  of  old  :  or  who  of  later  age, 

Chinefe  and  Ruffian,  Mexican  and  Turk, 

Tenant  the  wide  Terrene;  and  they  who  pitch 
Their  tents  on  Niger’s  banks ;  or  w  here  the  fuo 
Pours  on  Golconda's  fpires  his  early  light, 

D  rink  Ganges’  facred  ftream.  At  once  fhall  life, 
Whom  diftant  ages  to  each  other’s  fight 
Had  long  denied  ;  before  the  throne  fliall  kneel 
Some  great  progenitor,  while  at  his  fide 
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Stands  his  defendant  thro*  a  thoufand  lines. 

Whate’ef  their  nation,  and  whate’er  their  rank. 
Heroes  and  patriarchs,  flaves  and  fcepter’d  kings. 

With  equal  eye  the  God  of  all  fhall  fee  ; 

And  judge  with  equal  love.  What  tho’  the  great 
With  coltly  pomp  and  aromatic  fweets 
Embalm’d  his  poor  remains  ;  or  thro’  the  dome 
A  thoufand  tapers  fhed  their  gloomy  light. 

While  folemn  organs  to  his  parting  foul 
Chaunted  flow  orifons  ?  Say,  by  what  mark 
Doft  thou  difcern  him  from  that  lowly  fwain 
Whofe  mouldering  bones  beneath  the  thorn-bound  turf 

Long  lay  neglefted  ? - All  at  once  fhall  rife  ; 

But  not  to  equal  glory  :  for,  alas ! 

With  howlings  dire  and  execrations  loud 
Some  wail  their  fatal  birth. — Firft  among  thefe 
Behold  the  mighty  murtherers  of  mankind  ; 

They  who  in  fport  whole  kingdoms  flew;  or  they 
Who  to  the  tottering  pinnacle  of  power 
Waded  thro’  feas  of  blood  !  How  will  they  curfe 
The  madnefs  of  ambition  ;  how  lament 
Their  dear-bought  laurels ;  when  the  widow'd  wife 
And  childlefs  mother  at  the  judgment-feat 
Plead  trumpet-tongu’d  againft  them  .'-Here  are  they 
Who  funk  an  aged  father  to  the  grave  : 

Or  with  unkindnefs  hard  and  cold  difdain 
Slighted  a  brother’s  fufferings: — Here  are  they 
Whom  fraud  and  fkilful  treachery  W  fecur’d  - 
Vol.  Ill,  F 
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Who  from  the  infant  virgin  tore  her  dower. 

And  eat  the  orphan’s  bread  : — who  fpent  their  fforea 
In  felfilh  luxury  ;  or  o’er  their  gold 

Proftrate  and  pale  ador’d  the  ufelefs  heap. - - 

Here  too  who  ftain’d  the  chafte  connubial  bed 
Who  mix’d  the  poifonous  bowl  j— »or  broke  the  ties 
Of  hofpitable  friendlhip  : — and  the  wretch 
Whofe  liftlefs  foul  Tick  with  the  cares  of  life 
Unfummon’d  to  the  prefence  of  his  God 
Rulh’d  in  with  infult  rude.  How  would  they  joy 
Once  more  to  vifit  earth ;  and,  tho'  opprefs’d 
With  all  that  Pain  and  Famine  can  inflift. 

Pant  up  the  hill  of  life  ?  Vain  wilh  !  the  judge 
Pronounces  doom  eternal  on  their  heads. 

Perpetual  punilhment.  Seek  not  to  know 
What  punilhment!  for  that  th’  Almighty  Will 
Has  hid  from  mortal  eyes  :  and  (hall  vain  man 
With  curious  fearch  refin’d  prefume  to  pry 
Into  thy  fecrets,  Father!  No:  let  him 
With  humble  patience  all  thy  works  adore. 

And  walk  in  all  thy  paths  :  fo  lhall  his  meed 
Be  great  in  heaven,  fo  haply  lhall  he  'fcape 
The  immortal  worm  and  never-ceafing  fire. 

But  who  are  they,  who  bound  in  ten-fold  chains 
Stand  horribly  aghaft  ?  This  is  the  crew 
Who  drove  to  pull  Jehovah  from  his  throne. 

And  in  the  place  of  heaven’s  Eternal  King 
get  up  the  phantom  Chance.  For  them  in  vain 
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Alternate  feafons  cheat’d  the  rolling  year  j 
In  vain  the  fan  o’er  herb,  tree,  fruit,  and  flower 
Shed  genial  influence,  mild  ;  and  the  pale  moon 
Repair’d  her  waning  orb. — Next  thefe  is  plac’d 
The  vile  blafphemer,  he,  whole  impious  wit 
Profan’d  the  facred  myfteries  of  faith. 

And  ’gainft  the  impenetrable  walls  of  heaven 
Planted  his  feeble  battery.  By  thefe  Hands 
The  arch  Apoftate :  he  with  many  a  wile 
Exhorts  them  ftill  to  foul  revolt.  Alas ! 

No  hope  have  they  from  black  defpair,  no  ray 
Shines  thro’  the  gloom  to  chear  their  linking  fouls : 
In  agonies  of  grief  they  curfe  the  hour 
When  firft  they  left  Religion’s  onward  way. 

Thefe  on  the  left  are  rang’d  :  but  on  the  right 
A  chofen  band  appears,  who  fought  beneath 
The  banner  of  Jehovah,  and  defy’d 
Satan’s  united  legions.  Some,  unmov’d 
At  the  grim  tyrant’s  frown,  o’er  barbarous  climes 
Diffus’d  the  gofpel’s  ligh t ;  fome,  long  immur’d 
(Sad  fervitude  !)  in  chains  and  dungeons  pin’d  ; 

Or  rack’d  with  all  the  agonies  of  pain 
Breath’d  out  their  faithful  lives.  Thrice  happy  they 

Whom  heaven  eleiled  to  that  glorious  ftrife  ! _ 

Here  are  they  plac’d,  whole  kind  munificence 
Made  heaven-born  Science  raife  her  drooping  head  ; 
And  on  the  labours  of  a  future  race 
Entail’d  their  juft  reward.  Thou  amongft  thefe 
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Good  Seaton!  whofe  well-judg’d  benevolence 
Foftering  fair  Genius  bad  the  Poet’s  hand 
Bring  annual  offerings  to  his  Maker’s  fhrine, 

Shalt  find  the  generous  care  was  not  in  vain.-»- 
Here  is  that  favourite  band,  whom  mercy  mild, 

God’s  belt  lov’d  attribute,  adorn’d;  whofe  gate 
Stood  ever  open  to  the  ftranger’s  call ; 

Who  fed  the  hungry,  to  the  thirdly  lip 
Reach’d  out  the  friendly  cup  ;  whofe  care  benign 
From  the  rude  blafl  fecur'd  the  pilgrim’s  fide  ; 

Who  heard  the  widow’s  tender  tale  ;  and  fhook 
The  galling  fhackle  from  the  prifoner’s  feet ; 

Who  each  endearing  tye,  each  office  knew 
Of  meek-ey’d  heaven-defcended  Charity. — > 

O  Charity,  thou  nymph  divinely  fair  ! 

Sweeter  than  thofe  whom  antient  Poets  bound 
In  amity’s  indiffoluble  chain, 

The  Graces  !  How  fhall  I  effay  to  paint 
Thy  charms,  celeftial  maid  ;  and  in  rude  verfe 
Blazon  thofe  deeds  thyfelf  didft  ne’er  reveal  ? 

For  thee  nor  rankling  envy  can  infedl. 

Nor  rage  tranfport,  nor  high  o’erweening  pride 
Puff  up  with  vain  conceit ;  ne’er  didft  thou  fmile 
To  fee  the  firmer  as  a  verdant  tree 
Spread  his  luxuriant  branches  o’er  the  ftream  ; 

While  like  fome  blafted  trunk  the  righteous  fall, 
Proftrate,  forlorn.  When  prophefies  fhall  fail. 

When  tongues  fhall  ceafe,  when  knowledge  is  no  more, 
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And  this  great  day  is  come  ;  thou  by  the  throne 
Shalt  fit  triumphant.  Thither,  lovely  maid. 

Bear  me,  O  bear  me  on  thy  foaring  wing. 

And  thro*  the  adamantine  gates  of  heaven 
Condufl  my  fteps,  fafe  from  the  fiery  gulph 
And  dark  aby.(s  where  Sin  and  Satan  reign  ! 

But,  can  the  Mufe,  her  numbers  all  too  weak. 

Tell  how  that  reftlefs  element  of  lire 
Shall  wage  with  leas  and  earth  inteftine  war. 

And  deluge  all  creation  ?  Whether  (fo 
Some  think)  the  comet,  as  thro’  fields  of  air 
Lawlefs  he  wanders,  ftiall  rulh  headlong  on 
Thwarting  th’  Ecliptic  where  th’  unconfcious  earth 
Rolls  in  her  wonted  courfe  ;  whether  the  fun 
With  force  centripetal  into  his  orb 
Attraft  her  long  reluftant ;  or  the  caves, 

Thofe  dread  Vulcanos  where  engendering  lye 
Sulphureous  minerals,  from  their  dark  abyfs 
Pour  llreams  of  liquid  fire  ;  while  from  above. 

As  erft  on  Sodom,  heaven’s  avenging  hand 
Rains  fierce  combullion. — Where  are  now  the  works 
Of  art,  the  toil  of  ages  ?  Where  are  now 
Th’  imperial  cities,  fepulchres  and  domes. 

Trophies  and  pillars  ?  —  Where  is  Egypt’s  boaft, 

Thofe  lofty  pyramids,  which  high  in  air 
Rear’d  their  afpiring  heads,  to  diftant  times 
Of  Memphian  pride  a  lafting  monument  ?— 

Tell  me  where  Athens  rais’d  her  towers  Where  Thebes 
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Open’d  her  hundred  portals  ? — Tell  me  where 
Stood  fea-girt  Albion  ? — Where  imperial  Rome 
Propt  by  feven  hills  fat  like  a  fceptred  Queen, 

And  aw’d  the  tributary  world  to  peace  ? — 

Shew  me  the  rampart,  which  o’er  many  a  hill. 
Thro’  many  a  valley  flretch’d  its  wide  extent. 

Rais’d  by  that  mighty  monarch,  to  repel 
The  roving  Tartar,  when  with  infult  rude 
’Gainfi:  Pekin’s  towers  he  bent  th’unerring  bow. 

But  what  is  mimic  Art  ?  Even  Nature’s  works. 
Seas,  meadows,  paftures,  the  meandering  ftreams. 
And  everlafting  hills  fhall  be  no  more. 

No  more  fhall  Teneriff  cloud-piercing  height 
O’er-hang  th’  Atlantic  Surge. — Nor  that  fam’d  cliff. 
Thro’  which  the  Perfian  {leer’d  with  many  a  fail. 
Throw  to  the  Lemnian  Ifle  its  evening  fhade 
O’er  half  the  wide  iEgean. — Where  are  now 
The  Alps  that  confin’d  with  unnumber’d  realms. 

And  from  the  Black  Sea  to  the  Ocean  ftream 
Stretch’d  their  extended  arms  ?— Where's  Ararat, 
That  hill  on  which  the  faithful  Patriarch’s  Ark 
Which  feven  long  months  had  voyaged  o’er  its  top 
Firll  relied,  when  the  Earth  with  all  her  fons. 

As  now  by  fireaming  catara&s  of  fire. 

Was  whelm’d  by  mighty  waters  ? — All  at  once 
Are  vanilh’d  and  diffolv’d  ;  no  trace  remains. 

No  mark  of  vain  diflinclion  :  heaven  itfelf 
That  azure  vault  with  all  thofe  radiant  orbs 
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Sinks 'in  the  univerfal  ruin  loft.— 

No  more  fhall  planets  round  their  centfal  fun 
Move  in  harmonious  dance  ;  no  more  the  moon 
Hang  out  her  ftlver  lamp  j  and  thofe  fix’d  ftars 
Spangling  the  golden  canopy  of  night, 

Which  oft  the  Tufcan  with  his  optic  glafs 
Call’d  from  their  wonderous  height,  to  read  their  names 
And  magnitude,  fome  winged  minifter 
Shall  quench  ;  and  (fureft  fign  that  all  on  earth 
Is  loft)  fhall  rend  from  heaven  the  myftic  bow. 

Such  is  that  awful,  that  tremendous  day, 

Whofe  coming  who  fhall  tell  ?  for  as  a  thief 
Unheard,  unfeen,  itfteals  with  filent  pace 
Thro’  night's  dark  gloom. — Perhaps  as  here  I  fit 
And  rudely  carol  thefe  incondite  lays. 

Soon  fhall  the  hand  be  check’d,  and  dumb  the  mouth 
That  lifps  the  faultering  ftrain. — O  !  may  it  ne’er 
Intrude  unwelcome  on  an  ill-fpent  hour  .; 

But  find  me  wrapt  in  meditations  high, 

Hymning  my  great  Creator  ! 

“  Power  fupreme ! 

“  O  Everlafting  King  !  to  thee  I  kneel, 

“  To  thee  I  lift  my  voice.  With  fervent  heat 
“  Melt  all  ye  elements  ?  And  thou,  high  heaven,- 
“  Shrink,  like  a  fhrivell’d  fcroll  ?  But  think,  O  Lord, 

“  Think  on  the  beft,  the  nobleft  of  thy  works  j 
“  Think  on  thine  own  bright  Image  ?  Think  on  him, 

“  Who  died  to  fave  us  from  thy  righteous  wrath  ; 

And  ’midft  the  wreck  of  worlds  remember  man  !” 
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TO  A  LADY 


GOING  TO  BATHE  IN  THE  SEA.’ 

BY  GEORGE  K  E  A  T  E,  ESQ. 

VENUS,  moll  hiftories  agree. 

Sprung  from  the  ferment  of  the  fea  ; 

Yet  I  confefs  I’m  always  loth 
To  think  fuch  beauty  was  but  froth. 

Or  that  the  ocean,  which  more  odd  is. 

Should  from  a  bubble  fpawn  a  Goddefs  ; 

Tho’  hence,  my  Laura,  learned  fellows 
Of  fuch  its  wonderous  powers  flill  tell  us, 

That  every  mother  brings  her  daughter 
To  dip  in  this  fpecific  water, 

Expe£ling  from  the  briny  wave 
Charms  which  it  once  to  Venus  gave. 

Thefe  charms,  my  Laura,  ftrive  to  gain  j 
And  that  you  may  not  bathe  in  vain, 

I'll  here,  as  well  as  I  am  able. 

Give  you  a  Moral  to  this  Fable, 

Would  you  a  Goddefs  reign  o’er  all  } 

From  the  wide  food  its  virtues  call. 
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Free  from  each  ftain  thy  bofom  keep, 

Clear  be  it  as  this  azure  deep, 

Which  no  capricious  paflion  knows, 

But  duly  ebbs,  and  duly  flows  ; 

Tho’  fometimes  ruffled,  calm’d  as  foon. 

Still  conftant  to  its  faithful  moon. 

At  whofe  approach  with  pride  it  fwells. 

And  to  each  fhore  its  chafte  love  tells  : 
Heedlefs  of  every  change  of  weather. 

That  wafts  a  ftraw,  or  coxcomb  feather. 
Which  only,  on  the  furface  play. 

And  unobferv’d  are  wafh’d  away. 

Refleft,  that  lodg’d  within  its  breafl 
The  model!  pearl  delights  to  reft. 

While  every  gem  to  Neptune  known. 

Is  there  with  partial  bounty  fovvn.— — 

In  years,  thus  ever  may  we  trace 

Each  fparkling  charm,  each  blulhing  grace; 

To  thefe  let  judgment  value  give. 

And  in  that  feat  of  Beauty  live  ! 

This  Moral  keep  before  your  eyes. 
Plunge— ——and  a  new-born  Venus  rife. 


PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  PLAY  OF  KING  JOHN, 


ACTED  AT  MR.  NEW  COM  B’s,  AT  HACKNEY, 
IN  MARCH  M  D  C  C  1  X  I  X> 

BY  THE  £  AM  E. 

TH  E  Bard  whofe  fcenes  this  night  your  thoughts 
engage. 

Has  fomewhere  told  us,  All  the  world's  ajlage. 

Where  all  in  one  great  farce  their  talents  try. 

Are  born,  love,  wed,  grow  covetous, — and  die. 

From  hence  I  think  we  fairly  may  infer. 

That  nature  is,  or  Ihould  be  manager  ; 

And  yet  in  nature’s  fpite,  we  every  day 
Cajl  our  own  parts  ourfelves,  and  fpoil  her  play  ; 

Some  vain  conceit  diflurb s  her  fober  plan. 

And  art  debauches  that  ftrange  creature,  man  : 

Hence,  ere  Life’s  curtain  drops ,  this  truth  is  plain. 

That  few,  the  chambers  they  take,  fuftain. 

See,  CATo-like,  in  Freedom's  boafled  caufe 
The  maddening  patriot  raves  of  dying  Laws  ; 

With  ready  lafh  purfues  the  venal  tribe  : 

Sut  what’s  the  fequel  ? - Exit  with  a  bribe. 


Not 
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Not  lcfs  a  Player  the  methodist  appears: 

In  Come  hir’d  barn  his  cafual  ftage  he  rears; 

Prophane,  loquacious,  infolent,  and  loud. 

The  grave  Jack-Pudding  of  a  fniveling  crowd. 

Who  promis’d  heaven  in  change  for  pence  receive  ; 
For  thofe  who  teach  to  die,  know  how  to  live. 

The  prude  auftere,  who  fhuns  each  forward  fpark. 
Meets  lefs  referv’d  her  footman  in  the  dark  ; 

The  gay  coquet,  the  coxcomb,  and  the  wit, 
Acrofs  Life’s  ftage  like  airy  phantoms  flit, 

Applaufe  nor  pity  fure  their  parts  command  : 

The  mark  of  fcorn  let  Affiliation  ftand  ! 

If,  then,  the  JiniJb'd  man  can  fometimes  err. 

And  make  miftakes  on  the  World’s  Theatre, 

Defert  himfelf,  as  various  pafiions  call, 

And  prove  at  laft  no  charafler  at  all ; 

We  afk  your  candour,  if  in  us  appears 
Th’  imperfefi  growth  of  unexperienc’d  years ; 

Tho’  buds,  yet  Learning  like  the  fun  has  power 
To  rear  the  Item,  and  paint  the  future  flower  ! 

If  John  fhould  not  each  ftroke  of  guilt  impart. 

Nor  Constance  triumph  o’er  the  feeling  heart. 
Think,  in  Life’s  happy  morn  we  cannot  know 
The  fad  extent  of  bafenefs  or  of  woe  ! 

Boys  as  we  are,  to  us  each  fcene  is  new. 

If  fometimes  wrong,  e’en  there  we  copy  you: 

To  bold  attempts  be  then  indulgence  ftjewn. 

And  learn  to  pity  faults  fo  like  your  own. 


EPILOGUE 
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epilogue 

TO  THE  SAME  P  LAY. 
SPOKEN  BY  CONSTANCE. 

EY  THE  SAME. 

SPITE  of  court  tricks,  of  forrovv,  madnefs,  pain. 

I’ve  brufh’d  thro’  all,  and  am  myfelf  again. - 

O  Ladies  !  what  cannot  our  fex  perform  r— — 

A  buftling  woman  lives  thro’  every  {form. 

Have  I  not  daftr’d  my  charadler  with  fpirit  ? 

To  bully  two  fucb  Kings  was  no  fmall  merit. 

Around  the  world  to  find  the  wretch  I'd  fearch. 

Who  dares  to  leave  a  woman  in  the  lurch.  — — 

My  fon  the  dupe  of  regal  bafenefs  made, 

Myfelf  amus’d  by  hopes,  cajol’d,  betray’d. 

My  jointure  loft,  a  widow,  and  not  young, 

I  had  no  weapon  left  me  but  my  tongue  — 

Should  any  Fair  be  here  whofe-  nerves  are  weak, 

Who  when  man  blufters,  is  afraid  to  fpeak, 

Whofe  gentle  bofom  no  refentment  fires. 

But  with  her  eau  de  luce  in  hand,  expires, 

She’ll  think,  no  doubt,  my  voice  too  loudly  thunders ; 
Trull  me,  this  female  inftrument  does  wonders. 


Thofe 
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Thofe  who  turn  o’er  the  page  of  ancient  ftory, 

Muft  own  the  tongue  was  ever  Woman’s  glory. - - 

Who  has  not  heard  of  fam’d  Xantippe’s  lute  ? 
That  play’d  her  philofophic  hufband  mute  : 

Or  her,  whofe  artful  notes  fo  well  could  flander 

Her  rival,  and  fubdue  great  Alexander  ?— - - 

What  gifts  of  fpeech  had  Egypt’s  queen  to  boaft. 
Who  talk’d  till  Antony  the  world  well  lojl  ! 

Think  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  Joan  of  Arc, 
There  was  an  enterprizing,  female  fpark  ! 

Whole  armies  Ihe  harangued,  whole  holts  withftood  ; 
Her  tongue  was  furely  more  than  flelh  and  blood  ! 
Tho*  laft,  not  leaft  lhall  Bess  of  England  fta!nd. 
Who  box’d  her  courtiers  with  her  own  fair  hand. 

To  female  rules  profefs’d  a  brave  diflike. 

Her  majefty  could  fwear  as  well  as  ftrike. 

Ladies  1  might  I  advife,  let’s  urge  our  power. 
Dethrone  ufurping  man,  and  take  him  lower  ; 

He’d  only  have  us  'learn  the  gentle  arts 
Of  ftudying  graces,  and  fubduing  hearts : 

Thefe  are  but  fchemes  to  trifle  Life  away. 

Our  nobler  aim  is — - - — universal  sway. 


INS-CRIP- 
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INSCRIPTION  IN  AN  ARBOUR. 


PROCUL  ESTE  PROEANl! 

MARK,  mortals  !  mark  with  awe  profound 
What  folemn  ftillnefs  reigns  around ; 
Know  then,  tho’  ftrange  it  may  appear, 

Spirits — why  Hart  ? — inhabit  here. 

Whene’er  we  leave  the  circled  green, 

We  Fairies  chufe  this  lhady  fcene  ; 

Tho’  mortal  hands  have  form’d  thefe  bowers. 

Yet  is  the  fweet  retirement  ours. 

For  here,  when  as  the  pallid  moon 
“  Riding  near  her  higheft  noon,” 

Edging  the  clouds  with  filver  white. 

Darts  thro’  thefe  lhades  a  checquer'd  light, 

Here,  when  we  ceafe  our  airy  fport. 

We  range  our  bands  and  fix  our  court. 

My  royal  throne,  exalted  high, 

Unfeen  by  feeble,  mortal  eye, 

Tho’  fpangled  with  ten  thoufand  dews, 

Tho’  colour'd  with  ten  thoufand  hues, 

(Approach  not  with  unhallow’d  hands) 

Beneath  yon  tall  Laburnum  Bands. 


Then 


(  79  ) 


Tlien  enter  here  with  guiltlefs  mind. 
Spurn  each  vile  pafiionfar  behind. 
Hence  Envy  with  her  pining  train, 

And  venal  love  of  fordid  gain  ; 

Hence  Malice,  rankling  at  the  heart. 
And  dire  Revenge  with  poifon’d  dart  ; 
Hence  Lull  with  fly  uneafy  mien. 

That  thro’  the  twilight  creeps  unfeen  ; 
Hence  Vice  ;  avoid  this  arching  grove, 
Pollution  follows  where  you  move  ; 
Hence  ;  nor  near  the  fpot  be  found, 
u  Hence!  avaunt! — ’tis  holy  ground  !” 


OB  ER  OH. 


ODE  TO  THE  NEW  YEAR,  1769, 


BY  MR.  PETER  G UNN I NCHAME, 

AQ_U  A  R  I  U  S  rules  the  frozen  Ikies, 

Deep  frowning  clouds  on  clouds  arife. 

Fraught  with  the  thunder’s  roar  ; 

With  fury  heaves  the  raging  main. 

When  foaming  billows  lafh  in  vain 
The  hoarfc-refounding  Ihore. 

No 
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No  flowery  vale  now  charms  the  eye. 
No  tuneful  warblers  of  the  Iky 

Now  chear  the  lingering  hours  ; 

No  genial  ray  the  groves  illume, 

No  zephyrs  waft  their  mild  perfume 
From  fighs  o’er  vernal  flowers. 

Tho’  blooming  fcenes  are  now  no  more. 
That  aid  the  raptur’d  foul  to  foar, 

Poetic  thoughts  refine  ; 

Yet  ftill  the  moralizing  page 
To  warn  an  unattentive  age, 

Thefe  hoary  fcenes  combine. 

With  this  I  hail  the  opening  year, 
Addrefs  the  God,  whofe  works  appear 
Through  each  harmonious  round  ; 
Who  rules,  ferenely  rules  the  ftorm, 
Who  gave  the  lurid  lightnings  form, 
Whofe  thunders  rock  the  ground. 

O  Thou  !  alike  where  perfefl  day. 

In  bright  refulgent  glories  play. 

Around  thy  awful  throne  ! 

When  feraphs  glow  with  facred  fires. 
When  angels  tune  celeftial  lyres. 

To  hymn  thy  praife  alone  ! 


Still 
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Still  may  thy  providential  cafe 
With  blelfings  crown  the  riling  year! 

Impending'ills  reflrain ! 

Thy  wifdom  guide  my  youthful  Mufe  ! 
Thy  facred  eloquence  diffufe. 

And  confecrate  my  ftrain  ! 

While  thus  revolving  feafons  roll, 
Obfequious  to  thy  wife  controul. 
Obedient  to  thy  plan  ; 

With  lilent  eloquence  they  preach. 

The  moll  important  leffons  teach. 

To  cold  unthinking  man. 

Behold  thyfelf  reflected  here  ! 

The  Spring  proclaims  thine  infant  year, 
Gay  life  the  Summer’s  bloom'; 
Mild  Autumn  fpeaks  maturer  age. 
Confirms  thee  Fool,  or  hails  thee  Sage, 
While  Winter  Ihews  the  tomb. 

Or  view  the  image  of  thy  foul, 

As  now  the  mountain  furges  roll. 

In  wild  tumultuous  roar ; 

Fit  emblem  of  the  wrathful  mind. 

To  Anger’s  tyrant  fway  confign’d. 
Where  reafon  rules  no  more : 

Vot.  III.  G 


Unlike 
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Unlike  its  placid  form,  ferene, 

Wlien  Zephyr  breathing  o’er  the  fcene. 

Sheds  balmy  peace  arofmd  ; 

Blefs'd  emblem  of  the  conq-uering  foul, 

Whofe  every  paflion  knows  controul. 

While  confcious  joys  abound  ! 

That  this  may  prove  my  bounteous  (hare, 

Afcends  my  ever-conftant  prayer. 

To  thee,  all  perfedl  Mind  j 
O  aid  me  in  the  arduous  ftrife, 

Through  each  perplexing  maze  of  life. 

To  all  thy  ways  refign’d  l 

THE  CONTENTED  PHILOSOPHER. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

DEEP  ftienee  reign'd,  and  dewy  Night 
Her  filver  veftment  wore  ; 

The  weftern  gale  breath’d  calm  delight. 

And  bufy  day  was  o’er. 

To  hail  Refle&km’s  hour  I  rofe, 

Each  throbbing  care  at  reft  ; 

Forfacred  peace  in  mild  repofe, 

Had  lull’d  my  anxious  breaft. 


The 
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The  breezy  mount,  the  mifty  vale, 
Alternately  I  ftray’d ; 

The  Gothic  fpire,  the  lonely  cell. 

My  wandering  eye  fufvey’d  : 

’Till,  where  the  trembling  beams  of  night 
O’er  limpid  currents  play’d. 

Meandering — fix’d  my  roving  fight 
On  deep  Retirement’s  Ihade. 

The  unambitious  dome  conceal’d. 

Fear’d  no  intrufive  foes  ; 

From  deep- embowering  trees  reveal’d 
The  feat  of  calm  repofe. 

’Twas  Sophron’s  grove,  an  aged  fire. 

Who  vers’d  in  Wifdom’s  lore. 

Now  tun’d  his  confecrated  lyre. 

To  clofe  the  filent  hour. 

The  hallowed  ftrain  inflam’d  my  breaft, 

I  gain’d  the  ruftic  cell  s 

The  courteous  father  blefs’d  his  gueft. 

Then  gave  th’  inftruftive  tale. 

“  How  falfe  the  aim  of  erring  life  I 
How  fruitlefs  the  employ  ! 

That  treads  the  pompous  maze  of  ftrife, 

.  In  quell  of  folid  joy  1 

G  a 
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The  plumy  tribes  unceafing  roam. 

Each  verdant  bough  furvey  ; 

But  fix  at  laft  their  leafy  home. 

Where  Silence  wooes  their  ftay  : 

Where  no  alarming  hinds  invade. 

No  fear  their  peace  deftroys, 

Remote  in  the  fequefter’d  ihade. 

They  rear  their  callow  joys  . 

Thus  reftlefs  Nature  loves  to  range. 

Thro’  life's  gay  feenes  to  rove  ; 

’Till  Reafon  prompts  the  happier  change. 

To  Contemplation’s  grove ! 

When  Fortune  fmil’d,  when  Pleafure  woo’d. 
How  indolently  gay  ! 

Life’s  tranfitory  ftream  I  view’d 
Unheeded  walle  away. 

The  gay  delufive  dream  once  o’er. 

Calm  Reafon’s  thoughts  arife  ; 

Obey’d  the  monitorial  power. 

That  whifper’d,  °  Now  be  wife.” 

• 

This  filent  grove  my  fearch  furvey’d, 

Where  Peace  difplays  her  charms. 

How  free  Contentment’s  humble  (hade 
From  Fortune’s  wild  alarms. 


Now 
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Now  free  from  each  fantaftic  ftrife. 

Untroubled  and  ferene, 

I  wait  the  clofing  hour  of  life. 

To  leave  its  empty  fcene. 

For  tides  of  blifs  that  boundlefs  roll. 

Around  th’  eternal  throne. 

Shall  waft  the  perfevering  foul 
To  joys,  on  earth  unknown.** 

But  lo  !  the  fading  ftars  declare. 

The  eaftern  herald  blows, 

“  The  hour  of  rofy  morn  is  near, 

“  And  Nature  claims  repofe.” 

I  ligh’d,  and  thought  it  foon  to  part 
From  Wifdom’s  ivyed  cell, 

How  ill  my  fympathizing  heart 
Could  bid  the  Sage — “  Farewell.’* 

For  wealth,  be  fmiling  Peace  my  (hare  1 
With  Friendlhip’s  generous  love  ; 

And  loft  to  each  ambitious  cafe. 

Be  mine  the  flowery  grove  ! 

There  ftudious  thought  would  wear  the  day. 

In  each  inftruftive  page  ; 

Or  happier,  fpeed  the  hours  away. 

In  converfe  with  the  Sage. 

G  3  Taught 
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Taught  by  the  awful  voice  of  Truth, 
Life’s  fyren  fnares  to  fly. 


By  Reafon’s  card  condudt  my  youth. 
And  like  my  Sophron  die  ! 


IL  BELLICOSO. 


M  D  C  C  X  L  I  V. 

BY  M  R*  '  M  A  S  0  N. 

HENCE,  dull  lethargic  Peace, 

Born  in  fome  hoary  Beadfman’s  cell  obfcure 
Or  in  Circasan  bower. 

Where  Manhood  dies,  and  Reafon’s  vigils  ceafe  ; 

Hie  to  congenial  climes, 

Where  fome  feraglio’s  downy  tyrant  reigns; 

Or  where  Italian  fwains, 

Midft  wavy  fhades,  and  myrtle-blooming  bowers. 

Lull  their  ambrofial  hours, 

And  deck  with  languid  trills  their  tinkling  rhymes. 

But  roufe,  thou  God  by  Furies  drefl. 

In  helm  with  Terror’s  plumed  creft. 

In  adamantine  fteel  bedight, 

Gliftening  formidably  bright. 

With  ftep  unfix’d  and  afpectwild  ; 

Jealous  Juno’s  raging  child, 

Who  thee  conceiv’d  in  Flora’s  bower. 

By  touch  of  rare  Olenian  flower ; 

Of? 
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Oft  the  goddefs  figh’d  in  vain. 

Envying  Jove’s  prolific  brain. 

And  oft  fhe  ftray’d  Olympus  round. 

Till  this  fpecific  help  fhe  found  ; 

Then  fruitful  grown,  fhe  quits  the  Ikies, 
To  Thracia’s  fanguine  plain  fhe  hies. 
There  teems  thee  forth,  of  nervous  mold, 
Haughty,  furious,  fwift  and  bold. 

Names  thee  Mars,  and  bids  thee  call 
The  world  from  Pleafure’s  flowery  thrall. 
Come  then,  Genius  of  the  war. 

Roll  me  in  thy  iron  car  ; 

And  while  thy  courfers  pierce  the  fky. 
Breathing  fury  as  they  fly. 

Let  Courage  hurry  fwift  before. 

All  flain’d  around  with  purple  gore. 

And  Victory  follow  clofe  behind. 

With  wreath  of  palm  and  laurel  join’d. 
While  high  above,  fair  Fame  affumes 
Her  place,  and  waves  her  eagle  plumes. 
Then  let  the  trumpet  fwell  the  note. 
Roaring  rough  thro7  brazen  throat  j 
Let  the  drum  fonorous  beat. 

With  thick  vibrations  hoarfely  fweet; 
Boxen  hautboys  too  be  found, 

Nor  be  mifs’d  the  fife’s  fhrill  found; 

Nor  yet  the  bagpipe’s  fwelling  drain. 
Solace  fweet  to  Highland  fwain, 

G  4 
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Whether  on  fame  mountain’s  brow. 

Now  fqueaking  high,  now  droning  low. 
He  plays  deft  lilts  to  Scottilh  lafs. 
Tripping  it  o’er  the  pliant  grafs. 

Or  whether  in  the  battle’s  fray. 

He  lively  pipes  a  bolder  lay  ; 

The  bolder  lay  (fuch  magic  reigns 
In  all  its  moving  Phrygian  ftrains) 
Difperfes  fwift  to  all  the  train. 

Fury  Hem,  and  pale  Difdain 
Strikes  every  fire  from  every  mind. 

Nor  leaves  one  latent  fpark  behind. 

Bear  me '  now  to  tented  ground. 

Where  gaudy  ftreamers  wave  around. 
Where  Britain’s  enfigns  high  difplay’d. 
Lend  the  earth  a  fearlet  {hade  ; 

And  pikes,  and  fpears,  and  lances  gay. 
Glitter  in  the  folar  ray  ; 

Here  I’ll  join  the  hardy  crowd. 

As  they  fport  in  gamefome  mood, 
Wreftling  on  the  circled  ground. 
Wreathing  limbs  with  limbs  around. 

Or  as  they  pitch  the  maffy  bar. 

Or  teach  the  dilk  to  whizz  in  air ; 

And  when  night  returns,  regale 
With  chat  full  blunt,  and  chirping  ale; 
While  fome  voice  of  manly  bafe 
Sings  my  darling  Chevy-Chac©,; 


How 
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How  the  child  that’s  yet  unborn 
May  rue  earl  Percy’s  hound  and  horn  ; 

How  Witherington  in  doleful  dumps. 

Fought  right  valiant  on  his  flumps;; 

And  many  a  knight  and  ’fquire  full  gay 
At  morn,  at  night  were  clad  in  clay  ; 

While  firft  and  laft  we  join  and  ling, 

‘  God  profper  long  our  noble  king  !” 

And  when  Midnight  fpreads  around 
Her  fable  veftments  on  the  ground. 

Hence  I’ll,  for  a  ftudious  feat. 

To  fome  ftrong  citadel  retreat, 

By  ditch  and  rampart  high  ypent. 

And  battery  ftrong  and  battlement  1 
There,  in  fome  ftate-room  richly  dight 
With  maily  coats  and  faulchior.s  bright. 

Emblazon’d  (hields  of  quaint  imprefs. 

And  a  whole  army’s  glittering  drefs, 

While  the  taper  burneth  blue, 

(As  Brutus  erft  was  went  to  do) 

Let  me  turn  the  ample  page 
Of  fome  grave  hiftoric  Sage; 

Or  in  Homer’s  facred  fong. 

Mix  the  Grecian  bards  among; 

Netlor  wife  with  filver’d  head, 

And  Ajax  ftern,  and  Diomed, 

And  many  more,  whofe  wonderous  might 
(dould  equal  e’en  the  gods  in  fight ; 

Or 
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Or  lift  to  Virgilrs  epic  lyre, 

Or  lofty  Lucan  wrapp'd  in  lire  ; 

But  rather  far  let  Shakefpeare’s  Mufe 
Her  genuine  Britifh  fires  diffufe  ; 

And  brifkly  with  her  magic  ftrain 
Hurry  me  to  Gallic  plain,. 

Juft  when  each  patriot  Talbot  bleeds, 

Or  when  heaven  profper’d  Harry  leads 
His  troops  with  feven-fold  courage  fteel’d, 
To  Agincourt's  immortal  field. 

But  when  th'  imbattled  troops  advance, 

O  Mars,  my  every  thought  intrance  l 
Guide  me,  thundering  martial  god. 
Guide  thro’  Glory’s  arduous  road  ! 

While  hailing  bullets  round  me  fly. 

And  human  thunders  lhake  the  Iky, 

While  crowds  of  heroes  heap  the  ground, 
And  dying  groans  are  heard  around, 

With  armour  clanking,  clarions  founding. 
Cannons  bellowing,  fhouts  rebounding  ; 
Guide  me,  thundering,  martial  god, 
Guide  thro’  Glory’s  arduous  road  ! 

But  Ihould  on  land  thy  triumphs  ceafe. 
Still  lead  me  far  from  hated  Peace  ^ 

Me  bear,  dread  Power,  for  warlike  fport. 
To  fome  wave-incircled  fort ; 

Or  (if  it  yield  more  open  fight) 

To  fome  hoar  promontory ’s  height. 


Whofe 
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Whofe  high-arch’d  brow  o’erlooks  the  fcene, 

Where  Tritons  blue  and  Naiads  green. 

Sportive  from  their  coral  cave. 

Through  the  fluid  chryftal  lave  ; 

There  eagerly  1  ken  from  far 
All  the  wade  of  naval  War, 

And  catch  a  fympathetic  rage, 

While  the  numerous  fleets  engage, 

And  every  diftant  (hore  rebounds 
To  the  cannons  rattling  found*. 

And  the  fulphurous  fire-fliip  rends. 

And  thoufand  fates  arpund  her  fends. 

And  limbs  diffever’d  hurl’d  on  high. 

Smoke  amid  th’  affrighted  iky. 

Then  let  black  clouds  above  my  head. 

With  gleams  of  fcarlet  thick  befpread. 

With  lightning’s  fialh  and  thunder’s  growl. 

Suit  the  fpleen  that  {hades  my  foul. 

There  too  let  cranes,  a  numerous  flight. 

With  beaks  and  claws  rage  bloody  flight. 

And  airy  knights  from  every  cloud 
frick  forth,  their  armour  rattling  loud  ; 

With  blazing  fwords  and  comets  drear, 

Dragging  a  trail  of  flaming  hair ; 

Such  as  diffus’d  their  baneful  gleam 
Over  befieg’d  Jerufalem, 

Or  hur.g  o’er  Rome  ere  Julius  fell. 

And  if  old  Sages  rightly  fpell, 

Were  ever  deemed  to  forefhow 
Changes  in  our  realms  below. 

And 
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And  when  at  length  cold  creeping  Age 
Freezes  the  torrent  of  my  rage. 

Let  me  live  amongfl  a  crew 
Of  invalids,  of  kindred  hue  f 
Of  fome  main  limb  bereft  by  War, 

Or  bleft  with  fome  deep  glorious  fear  ; 

Scar,  that  endlefs  glory  draws 
From  Liberty  and  Albion’s  caufe  : 

Then  oft  well  pleas’d  with  them  retire 
To  circle  round  a  fea-coal  fire, 

And  all  our  pad  campaigns  recite. 

Of  Vigo’s  fack  and  Blenheim’s  fight ; 

How  valiant  Rooke  majeftic  trod, 

How  Marlbro’  thunder’d  ;  -half  a  god  f 
And  then,  with  fage  prophetic  eye. 

In  future  battles  to  defery, 

That  Britain  fhall  not  fail  to  yield 
Equal  generals  for  the  field  ; 

That  France  again  fhall  pour  her  blood. 

And  Danube  roll  a  purpled  flood. 

And  when  my  children  round  me  throng, 
The  fame  grand  theme  fhall  grace  my  tongue  ; 
To  teach  them,  fhould  fair  England  need 
Their  blood,  ’tis  theirs  to  wifh  to  bleed  ; 

And,  as  I  fpeak,  to  mark  with  joy 
New  courage  Hart  in  every  boy  ; 

And  gladfome  read  in  all  their  eyes. 

Each  will  a  future  hero  rife. 

Thefe  delights  if  Mars  afford, 

Mars,  with  thee  I  whet  my  fword. 
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ODE 

AT  THE  INSTALLATION  OF  HIS  GRACE  AUGUSTUS 
HENRY  FITZROY,  DUKE  OF  GRAFTON, 


CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY. 
JULY  I,  MDCCLXIX. 

BY  MR.  GRAY. 

AIR. 

"  T  T  ENCE,  avaunt,  (kis  holy  ground) 

"  i.  I  Comus,  and  his  midnight-crew, 

“  And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound. 

And  dreaming  Sloth  of  pallid  hue, 

'*  Mad  Sedition’s  cry  profane, 

“  Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain, 

“  Nor  in  thefe  confecrated  bowers 
“  Let  painted  Flattery  hide  her  ferpent  train  in  fiowerj. 

CHORUS. 

c‘  Nor  Envy  bafe,  nor  creeping  Gain 
“  Dare  the  Mufe’s  walk  to  flain, 

**  While  bright-ey’d  Science  watches  round  : 

“  Hence,  away,  ’tis  holy  ground  1”  > 

RECITATIVE. 

From  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 
Barfts  on  my  ear  t’n'  indignant  lay  : 

There  fit  the  fainted  Sage,  the  Bard  divine. 

The  Few,  whom  Genius  gave  to  fliine 


Through 
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Through  every  unborn  age,  and  undifcovered  clime. 

Rapt  in  celeftial  tranfport  they,  (accomp.) 

Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high 

They  fend  of  tender  fympathy 

To  blefs  the  place,  where  on  their  opening  foul 

Firft  the  genuine  ardor  Hole. 

’Twas  Milton  flruck  the  deep-toned  fhell. 

And,  as  the  choral  warblings  round  him  fwell. 

Meek  Newton’s  felf  bends  from  his  flate  fublime. 

And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  Iiftens  to  the  rhyme. 

A  I  R 

“  Ye  brown  o’er-arching  groves. 

That  Contemplation  loves, 

“  Where  willowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight  i 
“  Oft  at  the  blufli  of  dawn 
“  I  trod  your  level  lawn, 

“  Oft  woo’d  the  gleam  of  Cynthia  filver-bright 
“  In  cloiflers  dim,  far  from  the  haunts  of  Folly, 

“  With  Freedom  by  my  fide,  and  foft-ey’d  Melancholy. 

RECITATIVE. 

But  hark  !  the  portals  found,  and  pacing  forth 
With  folemn  lleps  and  flow. 

High  Potentates  and  Dames  of  royal  birth 
And  mitred  Fathers  in  long  order  go  : 

Great  Edward  d  with  the  liliies  on  his  brow 
From  haughty  Gallia  torn. 

And  fad  Chatillon,  e  on  her  bridal  morn 

d  Edward  III.  gave  the  old  foundation  of  Trinity  College, 


That 
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That  wept  her  bleeding  love,  and  princely  Clare  r. 

And  Anjou’s  Heroine  s,  and  the  paler  Rofe  b. 

The  rival  of  her  crown,  and  of  her  woes. 

And  either  Henry  there, 

The  murther’d  Saint  !,  and  the  majefcie  Lord  k 
That  broke  the  bond-s  of  Rome. 

(Their  tears,  their  little  triumphs  o’er,  (accomp.) 

Their  human  paflions  now  no  more. 

Save  Charity,  that  glow-s  beyond  the  tomb) 

All  that  on  Granta’s  fruitful  plain 
Rich  dreams  of  regal  bounty  pour’d. 

And  bad  thefe  aweful  fanes  and  turrets  rife. 

To  hail  their  Fitzroy’s  feftal  morning  come  j 
And  thus  they  (peak  in  foft  accord 
The  liquid  language  of  the  Ikies. 

Q_U  A  R  T  E  T  T  O. 

"  What  is  Grandeur,  what  is  Power! 

“  Heavier  toil,  fuperior  pain. 

“  What  the  bright  reward  we  gain  ! 

“  The  grateful  memory  of  the  Good. 

*  Founded  Pembroke  Hall.  She  married  an  earl  of  Pembroke,  who  -was 
killed  in  a  tournament  on  his  wedding  day. 

f  round'-'dCiare  Hall.  Her  father  the  earl  of  Glocefter  married  a  daugh¬ 
ter  of  Edward  I. 

e  Margaret  of  Anjoti,  wife  of  Henry  V7.  foundrefs  of  Queen’s  Colleee, 
h  Elizabeth  Wodevil'e,  wife  of  Edward  IV.  augmented  and  iinprcvts! 
the  la  ft  mentioned  college. 

‘fj-ory  VI.  founder  of  King’s  College. 
k  Henry  VIII.  enrich  d  and  enlarged  Trinity  College, 
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“  Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  Ihower, 

“  The  bee’s  collected  treafures  fweet, 

“  Sweet  mufic’s  melting  fall,  but  fweeter  j  et 
*  *  The  Hill  fmall  voice  of  Gratitude. 

RECITATIVE. 

Foremoll  and  leaning  from  her  golden  cloud 
The  venerable  Margaret  fee! 

**  Welcome,  my  noble  fon,  (Ihe  cries  aloud) 

“  To  this,  thy  kindred  train,  and  me  : 

“  Pleas’d  in  thy  lineaments  we  trace 
“  A  Tudor’s  fire  *,  a  Beaufort’s  m  grace. 

AIR. 

“  Thy  liberal  heart,  thy  judging  eye, 

“  The  flower  unheeded  (hall  defcry, 

“  And  bid  it  round  heaven’s  altars  Ihed 
The  fragrance  of  its  blulhing  head  ; 

“  Shall  raile  from  earth  the  latent  gem 
**  To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

RECITATIVE. 

«‘  Lo,  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band, 

“Not obvious,  notobtrufive,  Ihe 
“  No  vulgar  praife,  no  venal  incenfe  flings ; 

“  Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  refin’d 
“  Profane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind  : 

1  The  bloods  of  the  Stuarts  and  of  the  Tudors  were  united  by  the  mar¬ 
riage  of  s  King  of  Scotland  to  a  daughter  cf  Henry  VII. 

m  The  father  of  the  lift  named  king,  married  the  daughter  of  Beaufort 
D»ke  of  Somerfet, 
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“  She  reveres  herfelf  and  thee. 

With  modeft  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow 
“  The  laureate  wreath  that  Cecil  wore  lhe  brings, 
“  And  to  thy  juft,  thy  gentle  hand 
“  Submits  the  fafces  of  her  fway, 

“  While  fpirits  bleft  above  and  men  belo  w 
“  Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  fymphonioui  lay. 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

“  Thro’  the  wild  waves  as  they  roar, 

“  With  watchful  eye  and  dauntlefs  mien 
“  Thy  fteady  courfe  of  honour  keep, 

««  Nor  fear  the  rocks,  nor  feek  the  fhore  : 

The  ftar  of  Brunfwick  fmiles  ferene, 

“  And  gilds  the  horrors  of  the  deep. 


Vot.  III. 
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THE  FATAL  SISTERS:"  AN  ODE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

NOW  he  ftorm  begins  to  lower, 

(Hade,  the  loom  of  Hell  prepare,) 

®  Iron  fleet  of  arrowy  fhower 
p  Hurtles  in  the  darken’d  air. 

Glittering  lances  are  the  loom. 

Where  the  dulky  warp  we  drain, 

Weaving  many  a  foldier’s  doom, 

Orkney’s  woe,  and  Randver’s  bane. 

See  the  grifly  texture  grow 
(’Tis  of  human  entrails  made,) 

And  the  weights,  that  play  below. 

Each  a  gafping  Warriour’s  head. 

n  Note— The  Valkyriur  were  female  Divinities,  Servants  of  Odin  (or 
Woden)  in  the  Gothic  mythology.  Their  name  flgnifies  Chufers  of  the 
flain.  They  were  mounted  on  fwift  horfes,  with  drawn  fwords  in  their 
hands  ;  and  in  the  throng  of  battle  felefted  fuch  as  were  deltined  ta 
(laughter,  and  conducted  them  to  Valhalla,  the  hall  of  Odin,  or  pa- 
radife  of  the  brave  ;  where  they  attended  the  banquet,  and  ferved  the  de¬ 
parted  Heroes  with  horns  of  mead  and  ale. 

0  How  quick  they  wheel’d  ;  and  flying,  behind  them  (hot 
Sharp  fleet  of  arrowy  fhower — —  Milton’s  Paradife  Regain'd'. 

p  The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air.  Shakefpear’s  Jul.  Caefar, 

Shafts 
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Shafts  for  Shuttles,  dipt  in  gore. 

Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along. 

Sword,  that  once  a  Monarch  bore* 

Keep  the  tiflue  clofe  and  ftrong. 

Mifta  black,  terrific  Maid, 

Sangrida,  and  Hilda  fee. 

Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid : 

’Tis  the  woof  of  viflory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  fun  be  fet. 

Pikes  muft  Ihiver,  javelins  fing. 

Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet. 

Hauberk  cralh,  and  helmet  ring. 

{Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war) 

Let  us  go,  and  let  us  fly. 

Where  our  Friends  the  conflift  fhare. 

Where  they  triumph,  where  they  die. 

As  the  paths  of  Fate  we  tread. 

Wading  thro’  th’  enfanguin’d  field  : 

Gondula,  and  Geira,  fpread 
O’er  the  youthful  King  your  (hield. 

We  the  reins  to  flaughter  give. 

Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  fpare  : 

Spite  of  danger  he  fhall  live. 

(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war.) 

They, 
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they,  whom  once  the  defart-beach 
Pent  within  its  bleak  domain, 

Soon  their  ample  fway  (hall  ftretch 
O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  dauntlefs  Earl  is  laid. 
Gor’d  with  many  a  gaping  wound  ; 
Fate  demands  a  nobler  head  ; 

Soon  a  King  (hall  bite  the  ground. 

Long  his  Iofs  (hall  Eirin  weep. 
Ne’er  again  his  likenefs  fee  ; 

Long  her  drains  in  forrow  deep, 
Strains  of  Immortality  { 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath. 

Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  fun. 
Sifters,  weave  the  web  of  death  ; 
Sifters,  ceafe,  the  work  is  done. 

Hail  the  talk,  and  hail  the  hands.! 
Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  fing  ! 

Joy  to  the  vi&orious  bands ; 
Triumph  to  the  younger  King. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear'ft  the  tale, 
Learn  the  tenour  of  our  fong. 
Scotland,  thro*  each  winding  vale 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 


Sifters 
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Sifters,  hence  with  fpurs  of  fpeed  ; 
Each  her  thundering  faulchion  wield  ; 
Each  beftride  her  fable  fteed. 

Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field, 


THE  DESCENT  OF  ODIN:  AN  ODE, 


BY  THE  SAME. 


UPROSE  the  King  of  Men  with  fpeed. 

And  laddled  ftrait  his  coal-black  fteed  ; 

Down  the  yawning  deep  he  rode. 

That  leads  to  9  Hela’s  drear  abode. 

Him  the  Dog  of  darknefs  fpied, 

His  fhaggy  throat  he  open’d  wide. 

While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill’d. 

Foam  and  human  gore  diftill’d  : 

Hoarfe  he  bays  with  hideous  din. 

Eyes  that  glow,  and  fangs  that  grin  ; 

And  long  purfues,  with  fruitlefs  yell. 

The  Father  of  the  powerful  fpell, 

^  Niflheimr,  the  hell  of  the  Gothic  nations,  confilted  of  nine  worlds, 
to  which  were  devoted  all  fuch  as  died  of  ficknefs,  old-age,  or  by  any 
other  means  than  in  battle :  Over  it  prefided  Hela,  the  Goddefs  e£ 
Peath, 
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Onward  ftill  his  way  he  takes, 

(The  groaning  earth  beneath  him  fhakes,} 

Till  full  before  his  fearlefs  eyes 
The  portals  nine  of  hell  arife. 

Right  againft  the  eaftern  gate. 

By  the  mofs-grown  pile  he  fate  j 
Where  long  of  yore  to  fleep  was  laid 
The  dull  of  the  prophetic  Maid. 

Facing  to  the  northern  clime, 

Thrice  he  traced  the  Runic  rhyme  ; 

Thrice  pronounc’d,  in  accents  dread. 

The  thrilling  verfe  that  wakes  the  Dead  j 
Till  from  out  the  hollow  ground 
Slowly  breath’d  a  fullen  found. 

Pr.  What  call  unknown,  what  charms  prefume 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb  ? 

Who  thus  afflifts  my  troubled  fprite, 

And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night  ? 

Long  on  thefe  mouldering  bones  have  beat 
The  winter’s  fnow,  the  fummer’s  heat. 

The  drenching  dev/s,  and  driving  rain  ! 

Let  me,  let  me  fleep  again. 

Who  is  he,  with  voice  unbleft. 

That  calls  me  from  the  bed  of  reft  ? 

O.  A  Traveller,  to  thee  unknown. 

Is  he  lhat  calls,  a  Warriour’s  Son, 
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Thou  the  deeds  of  light  fbalt  know  ; 

Tell  me  what  is  done  below, 

For  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  fpread, 
Dreft  for  whom  yon  golden  bed. 

Pr.  Mantling  in  the  goblet  fee 
The  pure  beverage  of  the  bee. 

O’er  it  hangs  the  flrield  of  gold  j 
’Tis  the  drink  of  Balder  bold  : 

Balder’s  head  to  death  is  given. 

Pain  can  reach  the  Sons  of  Heaven  ? 
Unwilling  I  my  lips  unclofe  : 

Feave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

\ 

O.  Once  again  my  call  obey. 

Prophstefs,  arife,  and  fay. 

What  dangers  Odin’s  Child  await. 

Who  the  Author  of  his  fate. 

Pr.  In  Hoder’s  hand  the  Heroe’s  doom  ; 
His  brother  fends  him  to  the  tomb. 

Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 
keave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

O.  Prophetefs,  my  fpell  obey,' 

Once  again  arife,  and  fay. 

Who  th’  Avenger  of  his  guilt. 

By  whom  ihall  Hoder’s  blood  be  fpilt, 
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Pr.  In  the  caverns  of  the  weft. 

By  Odin’s  fierce  embrace  compreft, 

A  wonderous  Boy  lhall  Rinda  bear. 

Who  ne’er  fha.ll  comb  his  raven-hair. 

Nor  wafti  his  vifage  in  the  ftream. 

Nor  fee  the  fun’s  departing  beam  ; 

Till  he  on  Hoder’s  corfe  Ihall  fmile 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 

Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 

Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe, 

O.  Yet  a  while  my  call  obey. 

Prophetefs,  awake,  and  fay. 

What  Virgins  thefe,  in  fpeechlefs  woe, 
That  bend  to  earth  their  folemn  brow. 
That  their  flaxen  trefles  tear. 

And  fnowy  veils,  that  float  in  air. 

Tell  me  whence  their  forrows  rofe  : 

Then  I  leave  thee  to  repofe. 

Pr.  Ha  !  no  Traveller  art  thoi>. 

King  of  Men  !  I  know  thee  now, 
Mightieft  of  a  mighty  line - ■■■■  ■ 

O.  No  boding  Maid  of  Ikill  divine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetefs  of  good  ; 

But  mother  of  the  giant-brood  ! 

Pr.  Hie  thee  hence,  and  boaft  at  home, 
That  never  Ihall  Enquirer  come 
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To  break  my  iron-fleep  again  ; 

Till  r  Lok  has  burft  his  tenfold  chain. 
Never,  till  fubftantial  Night 
Has  reaflum’d  her  ancient  right ; 

Till  wrapp’d  in  flames,  in  ruin  hurl’d. 
Sinks  the  fabric  of  the  world. 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  ’OWEN: 


A  FRAGMENT. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

OW  E  N’s  praife  demands  my  fong, 

Owen  fwift  and  Owen  ftrong  j 
Faireft  flower  of  Roderick  (lera, 
f  Gwyneth’s  Ihield,  and  Biitain’s  gem. 

r  Lok  is  the  evil  Being,  who  continues  in  chains  till  the  Twilight  of 
the  Gods  approaches,  when  he  fhall  break  his  bonds;  the  human  race, 
the  liars,  and  fun,  lhall  difappear ;  the  earth  (ink  in  the  feas,  and  fire 
confume  the  Ikies  :  even  Odin  himfelf  and  his  kindred-deities  lhall 
perilh.  For  a  further  explanation  of  this  mythology,  fee  Mallet’s  In- 
troduftion  to  the  Hiftory  of  Denmark,  1755,  Quarto. 

5  Owen  fucceeded  his  Father  Griffin  in  the  Principality  of  North- 
Wales,  A,  D.  ijjo.  This  battle  was  fought  near  forty  Years  afterwards. 
!  North -Wales. 


He 
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He  nor  heaps  his  brooded  (lores. 

Nor  on  all  profufely  pours  ; 

Lord  of  every  regal  art, 

Liberal  hand,  and  open  heart. 

Big  with  hofts  of  mighty  name. 

Squadrons  three  againft  him  came  j 
This  the  force  of  Eirin  hiding, 

Side  by  fide  as  proudly  riding. 

On  her  lhadow  long  and  gay 
u  Lochlin  plows  the  watery  way  •, 

There  the  Norman  fails  afar 
Catch  the  winds,  and  join  the  war  : 

Black  and  huge  along  they  fweep, 

Burthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Dauntlefs  on  his  native  fands 
w  The  dragon  Son  of  Mona  (lands  $ 

Tn  glittering  arms  and  glory  dreft. 

High  he  rears  his  ruby  creft. 

There  the  thundering  (Irokes  begin. 

There  the  prefs,  and  there  the  din  j 
Taiymalfra’s  rocky  fnore 
Echoing  to  the  battle’s  roar. 

Where  his  glowing  eye-balls  turn, 

Thoufand  Banners  round  him  burn, 

“  Denmark. 

0  The  red  Dragon  is  the  device  of  Gadwallader,  which  all  his  de* 
itendants  here  on  their  banners, 


Where 
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Where  he  points  his  purple  fpear, 
Hafty,  hafty  Rout  is  there. 
Marking  with  indignant  eye 
Fear  to  flop,  and  lhame  to  fly. 
There  Confuflon,  Terror’s  child. 


Conflidt  fierce,  and  Ruin  wild. 
Agony,  that  pants  for  breath, 
Defpair  and  honourable  Death. 


INVITATION  TO  THE  FEATHERED  RACE, 
MDCCLXIII. 


written  at  claverton,  near  bath. 

BY  THE  REV.  MR.  GRAVES. 

A  G  A  I  N  the  balmy  Zephyr  blows, 

Frelh  verdure  decks  the  grove. 

Each  bird  with  vernal  rapture  glows. 

And  tunes  his  notes  to  love. 

Ye  gentle  warblers,  hither  fly. 

And  Ihun  the  noon- tide  heat ; 

My  ftirubs  a  cooling  {hade  fupply. 

My  groves  a  fafe  retreat. 


Here 
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Here  freely  hop  from  fpray  to  fpray. 

Or  weave  the  mofiy  neft  ; 

Here  rove  and  fing  the  live-long  day. 

At  night  here  fweetly  reft. 

Amidft  this  cool  tranflucent  rill. 

That  trickles  down  the  glade, 

Here  bathe  your  plumes,  here  drink  your  fill. 
And  revel  in  the  lhade. 

No  fchoolboy  rude,  to  mifchief  prone. 

E’er  Ihevvs  his  ruddy  face, 

Or  twangs  his  bow,  or  hurls  a  ftone 
In  this  fequeftered  place. 

Hither  the  vocal  Thrulh  repairs. 

Secure  the  Linnet  fings. 

The  Goldfinch  dreads  no  llimy  fnares. 

To  clog  her  painted  wings. 

Sad  Philomel  f  ah  quit  thy  haunt, 

Yon  diftant  woods  x  among. 

And  round  my  friendly  grotto  chaunt 
Thy  fweetly-plaintive  fong. 

Let  not  the  harmlefs  Red- bread  fear, 
Domeftic  bird,  to  come 

And  feek  a  fine  afyium  here. 

With  one  that  loves  his  home. 


*  Warley  Woods. 


My 
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My  trees  for  you,  ye  artlefs  tribe. 

Shall  ftore  of  fruit  preferve  ; 

Oh  let  me  thus  your  friendlhip  bribe  1 
Come  feed  without  referve. 

For  you  thefe  cherries  I  protett. 

To  you  thefe  plums  belong  ; 

Sweet  is  the  fruit  that  you  have  pick’d, 

But  fweeter  far  your  fong. 

Let  then  this  league  betwixt  us  made. 

Our  mutual  interefts  guard, 

Mine  be  the  gift  of  fruit  and  lhade. 

Your  fongs  be  my  teward. 

niL gik  jfr- -4C  sy  4k  ■ifc. 

UNDER  AN  HOUR-GLASS, 

IN  A  GROTTO  NEAR  THE  WATER  AT  CLAVERTON. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THIS  bubbling  ftream  not  uninftruflive  flows. 

Nor  idly  loiters  to  its  deftin’d  main. 

Each  flower  it  feeds  that  on  its  margin  grows. 

And  bids  thee  blulh,  whofe  days  are  fpent  in  vain. 

Nor  void  of  moral,  tho’  unheeded,  glides 
Time’s  current  dealing  on  with  filent  hafte  ; 

Forlo!  each  falling  fand  his  folly  chides, 

Who  lets  one  precious  moment  run  to  wade. 


O  N 
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ON  THE  ANCIENT  CITY  OF  BATH. 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  FINISHING  THE  CIRCUS. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


I  D  S  T  flowery  meads  and  Avon’s  winding  floods. 


JLVjL  Romantic  hills,  wild  rocks,  and  pendent  woods, 
Behold  fair  Bath  her  ftately  front  advance. 

In  all  the  pomp  of  Latian  elegance  ! 

The  hills  that  rife  in  rich  profuflon  round. 

With  gardens  deck’d,  or  fplendid  villas  crown’d  ! 

There  Health  and  Pleafure  hand  in  hand  appear. 

And  finding  weave  their  rofeate  arbours  there. 

Deep  in  their  mofly  cells  beneath  thefe  hills, 

The  bounteous  Naiads  form  the  gulhing  rills. 

There  various  fprings  their  mineral  virtues  blend, 

And  warm  in  falutary  dreams  defcend  ; 

Thefe  dreams  to  mortals  balmy  health  reftore. 

The  Gout  grows  mild,  and  Cholics  are  no  more. 

Here  languid  nymphs  regain  the  bloom  of  May, 

Here  cripples  dance  and  hurl  the  crutch  away. 

Hither,  with  laviih  hand,  frelh  peafants  bring 
The  fruits  of  Autumn  and  the  flowers  of  Spring; 

V/hild  lowing  herds  from  richefl  padures,  pour 
The  draught  falubrious  in  their  milky  flore  ; 


Each 
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Each  bird  of  various  plume  that  haunts  the  wood. 
Or  wings  the  heath,  or  dives  the  liquid  flood, 

The  fpreading  fea  fifh  and  the  fcaly  fry 
Contiguous  coafts  or  neighbouring  ftreams  fupply. 
Thus  Art  and  Nature  join  in  friendly  ftrife. 

To  fhower  on  Bath  the  blandifhments  of  life. 

Oh  Bath  !  thrice  happy  if  to  man  ’twere  given 
T’  enjoy  with  temperate  ufe  the  gifts  of  heaven  ! 
Didft  thou  thy  partial  fate  but  truly  prize, 

Didft  thou  increafe  in  virtue  as  in  fize  ; 

Were  Luxury  banifh’d  with  each  baneful  Vice, 

Th’  infernal  arts  of  Scandal,  Cards,  and  Dice  •, 
The  vagrant  herds  that  every  ftreet  infeft. 

And  Infolence,  with  vigorous  care  fupprefs’d  ; 

Did  no  bafe  mifcreants,  to  themfelves  unjuft, 

By  mean  exadfions  liberal  minds  difguft  t 
From  diftant  counties  Thanes  in  crowds  Ihould  fly. 
Proud  in  thy  domes  to  fhun  the  wintery  Iky. 
Augufta’s  felf  Ihould  half  deferted  Hand, 

And  Bath  poffefs  the  riches  of  the  land. 


A  FA- 
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A  FATHER’S  ADVICE  TO  HIS  SON. 

BY  JOHN  GILBERT  COOPER,  ES(^ 

DE  E  P  in  a  grove  by  cyprefs  (haded, 

Where  mid  day  fun  had  feldom  (hone, 

Or  noife  the  folemn  fcene  invaded. 

Save  fome  affliSed  Male’s  moan  ; 

A  Swa'r.  towards  full  ag’d  manhood  wending, 

Sat  torrowing  at  the  clofe  cf  day. 

At  whole  fond  fide  a  Boy  attending, 

Lifp’d  half  his  father's  cares  away. 

The  father’s  eyes  no  object  wrefled, 

But  on  the  fciiling  prattler  hung, 

Till,  what  his  throbbing  heart  fuggefted, 

Thefe  accents  trembled  from  his  tongue. 

“  My  youth’s  firfi  hopes,  my  manhood's  treafure, 

“  My  prattling  innocent,  attend, 

**  Nor  fear  rebuke,  or  four  difpleafure, 

“  A  father's  iovelieft  name  is  Friend. 

“  Some  troths,  from  long  experience  flowing, 

“  Worth  more  than  royal  grants  receive, 

“  For  truths  are  wealth  of  heaven’s  bellowing, 

“  Which  kings  have  feldom  power  to  give. 


“  Since 


(  ii3  ) 

™  Since  from  an  ancient  race  defcended 
«*  You  boaft  an  unattainted  blood, 

**  By  yours  be  their  fair  fame  attended, 

**  And  claim  by  birthright  to  be  good. 

“  In  love  for  every  fellow- creature, 

“  Superior  rife  above  the  crowd  ; 

“  What  moft  ennobles  human  nature 
“  Was  ne’er  the  portion  of  the  croud: 

“  Be  thine  the  generous  heart  that  borrows 
“  From  others  joys  a  friendly  glow, 

“  And  for  each  haplefs  neighbour’s  forrows» 

“  Throbs  with  a  fympathetic  woe. 

**  This  is  the  temper  moft  endearing  ; 

“  Tho*  wide  proud  Pomp  her  banners  fpreads, 

*•  An  heavenlier  power  good-nature  bearing, 

**  Each  heart  in  willing  thraldom  leads. 

"  Tafte  not  from  Fame’s  uncertain  fountain, 

**  The  peace-deftroying  ftreams  that  flow  ; 

“  Nor  from  Ambition’s  dangerous  mountain, 

“  Look  down  upon  the  world  below. 

“  The  princely  pine  on  hills  exalted, 

“  Whofe  lofty  branches  cleave  the  Iky, 

**  By  winds  long  brav’d,  at  laft  aflaulted, 

“  Is  headlong  whirl’d  in  duft  to  lie; 

VOL.  III.  I 
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e<  WhilH  the  mild  rofe  more  fafely  growing 
“  Low  in  its  unafpiring  vale, 

“  Amidft  retirement’s  flielter  blowing, 
cc  Exchanges  fvveets  with  every  gale. 

f<  Wifh  not  for  Beauty’s  darling  features, 

“  Moulded  by  Nature’s  fondling  power  ; 

C(  For  faired  forms  ’mong  human  creatures, 

"  Shine  but  the  pageants  of  an  hour. 

et  I  faw,  the  pride  of  all  the  meadow, 

“  At  noon,  a  gay  Narciffus  blow 
cc  Upon  a  river’s  bank,  whofe  fliadow 
“  Bloom’d  in  the  filver  waves  below. 

“  By  noon-tide’s  heat  its  youth  was  wafted, 

“  The  waters  as  they  pafs’d,  complain'd  ; 

At  eve  its  glories  all  were  blafted, 

“  And  not  one  former  tint  remain’d. 

c<  Nor  let  vain  Wit’s  deceitful  glory 
f‘  Lead  you  from  Wifdom’s  path  aftray : 

“  What  Genius  lives  renown’d  in  ftory, 

“  To  happinefs  who  found  the  way  ? 

“  In  yonder  mead  behold  that  vapor, 

“  Whofe  vivid  beams  illufive  play, 
et  Far  off  it  feems  a  friendly  taper, 

u  To  guide  the  traveller  on  his  way  j 

“  But 
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Bat  Ihould  fome  haplefs  wretch  purfuing, 

“  Tread  where  the  treacherous  meteors  glow* 
“  He’d  find,  too  late  his  ralhnefs  rueing, 

“  That  fatal  quickfands  lurk  below. 

“  In  life  fuch  bubbles  nought  admiring, 

“  Gilt  with  falfe  light,  and  fill’d  with  air, 

“  Do  you,  from,  pageant  crowds  retiring, 

“  To  peace  in  Virtue’s  cot  repair. 

“  There  feek  the  never-wafted  treajiire, 

«  Which  mutual  love  and  friendihip  give, 

««  Domeftic  comfort,-  fpotlefs  pleafure, 

“  And  blefs'd  and  blefling  you  will  live. 

“  If  Heaven  with  children  crowns  your  dwelling, 
“  As  mine  its  bounty  does  with  you, 

“  In  fondaefs  fatherly  excelling 

“  The  example  you  have  felt  purfue.’’ 

He  paus’d — for  tenderly  carefling 
The  darling  of  his  wounded  heart. 

Looks  had  means  only  of  exprefling 
Thoughts  language  never  could  impart. 

Now  Night  her  mournful  mantle  fpreading. 

Had  rob’d  with  black  the  horizon  round. 

And  dank  dews  from  her  trcfles  Ihedding, 

With  genial  moifture  bath’d  the  ground  ; 

I  z 


When 
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When  back  to  city  follies  flying, 

''Midft  Cuftom’s  Haves  he  liv’d  refign'd. 

His  face  array’d  in  fmiles,  denying 
The  true  complexion  of  his  mind ; 

For  ferioufly  around  furveying 
Each  charafter  in  youth  and  age. 

Of  fools  betray’d  and  knaves  betraying. 
That  play’d  upon  this  human  ftage, 

(Peacefulhimfelf  and  undeflgning) 

He  loath’d  the  fcenes  of  guile  and  flrife. 

And  felt  each  fecret  wifh  inclining 
To  leave  this  fretful  farce  of  life. 

Yet  to  whate’er  above  was  fated, 

Obediently  he  bow’d  his  foul ; 

For,  what  all-bounteous  Heaven  created. 
He  thought  Heaven  only  fhould  controul. 


O  N 
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ON  THE  MUCH  LAMENTED  DEATH 
OF  THE  MARQUIS  OF  TAVISTOCK?. 

BY  MR.  A —  L— . 

Sunt  lacryma  rtrum  &  mentem  mortalia  tangunt.  VlRG. 

- y  IRTUOUS  youth  ! 

V  Thank  Heaven,  I  knew  thee  not  !  I  ne’er  fhall  feej 
The  keen  regret  thy  drooping  friends  fuftain  } 

Yet  will  I  drop  the  fympathizing  tear. 

And  this  due  tribute  to  thy  memory  bring ; 

Not  that  thy  noble  birth  provokes  my  fong. 

Or  claims  fuch  offering  from  the  Mufes  lhrine  j 
But  that  thy  fpotlefs  undiffembling  heart. 

Thy  unaffected  manners,  all  unftain’d 
With  pride  of  power,  and  infolence  of  wealth  ; 

Thy  probity,  benevolence,  and  truth, 

(Belt  inmates  of  man’s  foul !)  for  ever  loft, 

Cropt  like  fair  flowers  in  Life's  meridian  bloom. 

Fade  undiftinguifh’d  in  the  filent  grave. 

O  Bedford  ! — pardon,  if  a  Mufe  unknown, 

Smit  with  thy  heart-felt  grief,  directs  her  way 
To  Sorrow’s  dark  abode,  where  thee  flie  views. 

Thee,  wretched  fire,  and  pitying,  hears  ihee  mourn 
Thy  Russel’s  fate. — “  Why  was  he  thus  belov’d  ? 

Why  did  he  blefs  my  life  ?” — Fond  parent,  ceafe  ; 

r  Occafioned  by  a  fal}  from  his  horfci 
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Count  not  his  virtues  o’er.— Hard  talk  ! - Call  forth 

Thy  firm  hereditary  ftrength  of  mind. 

Lo  !  where  the  lhade  of  thy  great  anceflor. 

Fam’d  Russel,  Hands,  and  chides  thy  vain  complaint; 
His  philofophic  foul,  with  patience  arm’d 
And  chriftian  virtue  brav’d  the  pangs  of  death  : 
Admir’d,  belov’d,  he'dy’d;  (if  right  I  deem) 

Not  more  lamented  than  thy  virtuous  Son. 

Yet  calm  thy  mind  ;  fo  may  the  lenient  hand 
Of  Time,  all- Toothing  Time,  thy  pangs  aflwage. 

Heal  thy  fad  wound,  and  clofe  thy  days  in  peace. 

See  where  the  objefl  of  his  filial  love. 

His  mother,  loft  in  tears,  laments  his  doom ! 

Speak  comfort  to  her  foul. - 

O  !  from  the  facred  fount,  where  flow  the  dreams 
Of  heavenly  confolation,  O  1  one  drop, 

To  Tooth  his  haplefs  wife  !  Sharp  forrow  preys 
Upon  her  tender  frame.— Alas  !  Ihe  faints— 

She  falls  !  ftill  grafping  in  her  hand 

The  picture  of  her  lord. — All-gracious  Heaven  ! 

Juft  are  thy  ways,  and  righteous  thy  decrees, 

But  dark  and  intricate;  elfe  why  this  meed 
For  tender  faithful  love  ?  this  fad  return 
For  innocence  and  truth  ?  Was  it  for  this. 

By  Virtue  and  the  fmiling  Graces  led, 

(Fair  types  cf  long  fucceeding  years  of  joy) 

She  twin’d  the  votive  wreath  at  Hymen’s  Ihrine, 

So  icon  to  fade  and  die  ?  Yet  O  !  refleft. 


Chafle 
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Chafte  partner  of  his  life  !  you  ne’er  deplor’d 
His  alienated  heart ;  (difaftrous  ftate ! 

Condition  worfe  than  death  !}  the  facred  torch 
Burnt  to  the  laft  its  unremitted  fires  ! 

No  painful  felf-reproach  hail  thou  to  feel ; 

The  confcious  thought  of  every  duty  paid. 

This  fweet  refle&ion  ihall  fupport  thy  mind  : 

Be  this  thy  comfort.  —Turn  thine  eyes  awhile. 

Nor  with  that  lifelefs  piQure  feed  thy  woe  j 

Turn  yet  thine  eyes  ;  fee  how  they  court  thy  fmiles  j 

Thofe  infant  pledges  of  connubial  joy  ? 

Dwell  on  their  looks  ;  and  trace  his  image  there. 
And  O  !  fince  Heaven,  in  pity  to  thy  lofs. 

For  thee  one  future  blefiing  has  in  ilore, 

Cheriih  that  tender  hope. — Hear  Reafon’s  voice  j 
Huih’d  be  the  ftorms  that  vex  thy  troubled  breaft. 
And  angels  guard  thee  in  the  hour  of  pain. 

Accept  this  ardent  prayer ;  a  Mufe  forgive. 

Who  for  thy  forrows  draws  the  penfive  figh. 

Who  feels  thy  grief.  Tho’  erft  in  frolic  hour. 

She  tun’d  her  comic  rhymes  to  mirth  and  joy, 
Unfkill’d  (I  ween';  in  lofty  verfe,  unus’d 
To  plaintive  ilrains,  yet  by  foft  Pity  led. 

Trembling  revifits  the  Pierian  vale  ; 

There  culls  each  fragrant  flower  to  deck  the  tomb 
Where  generous  Russel  lies. 
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THE  PLEASURES  OF  CONTEMPLATION.; 


BY  MISS  WHATELY 


U  E  E  N  of  the  halcyon  breaft,  and  heavenward  eye. 


V/  Sweet  Contemplation,  with  thy  ray  benign 
Light  my  lone  paflage  thro’  this  vale  of  life. 

And  raife  the  fiege  of  Care  !  This  filent  hour 
To  thee  is  facred,  when  the  ftar  of  Eve, 

Like  Dian’s  Virgins  trembling  ere  they  bathe. 
Shoots  o’er  the  Hefperian  wave  its  quivering  ray. 

All  Nature  joins  to  fill  my  labouring  breaft 
With  high  fenfations :  awful  filence  reigns 
Above,  around;  the  founding  winds  no  more 
Wild  thro’  the  fluctuating  foreft  fly 
With  guft  impetuous ;  Zephyr  fcarcely.  breathes 
Upon  the  trembling  foliage  ;  flocks,  and  herds. 
Retir’d  beneath  the  friendly  fhade  repofe 
Fann’d  by  Oblivion's  wing.  Ha  !  is  not  this, 

This  the  dread  hour,  as  ancient  fables  tell. 

When  flitting  fpirits  from  their  prifons  broke. 

By  moon-light  glide  along  the  dufky  vales. 

The  folemn  church-yard,  or  the  dreary  grove  j 
Fond  to  revifit  their  once  lov'd  abodes. 

And  view  each  friendly  fcene  of  paft  delight  ? 

Satyrs,  and  fawns,  that  in  fequeller’d  woods. 

And  deep-embowering  fhades  delight  to  dwell  ; 


Quitting 
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Quitting  their  caves,  where  in  the  reign  of  Day 
They  flept  in  filence,  o’er  the  daified  green 
Purfue  their  gambols,  and  with  printlefs  feet 
Chafe  the  fleet  fliadows  o’er  the  waving  plains. 

Dryads,  and  Naiads,  from  each  fpring  and  grove, 
Trip  blithfome  o’er  the  lawns ;  or,  near  the  fide 
Of  .mofly  fountains,  fport  in  Cynthia’s  beams. 

The  fairy  elves,  attendant  on  their  queen. 

With  light  fteps  bound  along  the  velvet  mead. 

And  leave  the  green  impreflion  of  their  dance 
In  rings  myfterious  to  the  palling  Twain  ; 

While  the  pellucid  glow-worm  kindly  lends 
Her  filver  lamp  to  light  the  feftive  fcene. 

From  yon  majeftic  pile,  in  ruin  great, 

Whofe  lofty  towers  once  on  approaching  foes 
Look’d  Hern  defiance,  the  fad  bird  of  night 
In  mournful  accent  to  the  moon  complains  : 

Thofe  towers  with  venerable  ivy  crown’d. 

And  mouldering  into  ruin,  yield  no  more 
A  fafe  retirement  to  the  hoftile  bands; 

But  there  the  lonely  bat,  that  Ihuns  the  day. 

Dwells  in  dull  folitude  ;  and  fcreaming  thence 
Wheels  the  night  raven  lhrill,  with  hideous  note 
Portending  death  to  the  deje&ed  Twain. 

Each  plant  and  flowret  bath’d  in  evening  dews, 
Exhale  refrelhing  Tweets  :  from  the  fmooth  lake. 

On  whofe  Hill  bofom  fleeps  the  tall  tree’s  Ihade, 

The  moon’s  foft  rays  refle&ed  mildly  Ihine, 


Now 
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Now  towering  Fancy  takes  her  airy  flight 
Without  reftraint,  and  leaves  thi3  earth  behind  ; 

From  pole  to  pole,  from  world  to  world  fhe  flies  ; 

Rocks,  feas,  nor  Ikies,  can  interrupt  her  courfe. 

Is  this  what  men,  to  thought  eftrang’d,  mifcali 
Defporrdenee  ?  this  dull  Melancholy’s  fcene  ? 

To  trace  th’  Eternal  Caufe  thro  all  his  works. 

Minutely  and  magnificently  wife  ? 

Mark  the  gradations  which  thro’  Nature’s  plan 
Join  each  to  each,  and  form  the  vafi  defign  ? 

And  tho’  day’s  glorious  guide  withdraws  his  beams 
Impartial,  chearing  other  Ikies  and  (hores  ; 

Rich  intelled,  that  fcorns  corporeal  bands. 

With  more  than  mid-day  radiance  gilds  the  fcene  : 

Tire  mind,  now  refcu’d  from  the  cares  of  day, 

Roves  unreflrain'd  thro’  the  wide  realms  of  fparce; 

Where  (thought  ftupendous  f)  fyftems  infinite. 

In  regular  confufion  taught  to  move. 

Like  gems  befpangle  yon  etherial  plains. 

Ye  fons  of  Pleafure,  and  ye  foes  to  Thought, 

Wrho  fearch  for  blifs  in  the  capacious  bowl. 

And  blindly  woo  Intemperance  for  Joy  ; 

Lurk  ye  retire,  hold  converfe  with  yourfelves, 

And  in  the  filent  hours  of  darknefs  court 
Kind  Contemplation  with  her  peaceful  train  ; 

How  wou’d  the  minutes  dance  on  downy  feet. 

And  unperceiv’d  the  midnight  taper  wafle, 

While  intellectual  pleafure  reign’d  fupreroe  ! 

Ye 
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Ye  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues,  heaven-born  maids  ? 
Who  love  in  peaceful  folitude  to  dwell 
With  meek-ey’d  Innocence,  and  radiant  Truth, 
And  blulhing  Modefty ;  that  frighted  fly 
The  dark  intrigue,  and  midnight  mafquerade  ; 
What  is  this  pleafure  which  inchants  mankind  ? 

’Tis  noife,  ’tis  toil,  ’tis  frenzy  :  like  the  cup 
Of  Circe,  fam’d  of  old,  who  taftes  it  flnds 
Th’  etherial  fpark  divine  to  brute  transform’d. 

And  now,  methinks,  I  hear  the  Libertine 
With  fupercilious  leer  cry,  “  Preach  no  more 
“  Your  mufty  morals ;  hence,  to  defarts  fly, 

“  And  in  the  gloom  of  folitary  caves 
“  Aufterely  dwell  :  what’s  life,  debarr’d  from  joy  ? 
«*  Crown  then  the  bowl  ;  let  Mufic  lend  her  aid, 

,  And  Beauty  her’s,  to  foothe  my  wayward  cares.” 
Ah  !  little  does  he  know  the  Nymph  he  ftyles 
A  foe  to  pleafure  ;  pleafure  is  not  more 
His  aim  than  her’s  ;  with  him  ihe  joins  to  blame 
The  hermit’s  gloom,  and  favage  penances  ; 

Each  focial  joy  approves.  Oh  !  without  thee. 

Fair  Friendihip,  Life  were  nothing;  without  thee. 
The  page  of  Fancy  would  no  longer  charm, 

And  Solitude  difguft  e’en  penfive  minds. 

Nought  I  condemn  but' that  excefs  which  clouds 
The  mental  faculties,  to  foothe  thefenfe: 

Let  Reafon,  Truth,  and  Virtue,  guide  thy  fteps, 
And  every  blefling  Heaven  beftows,  be  thine. 


LIBERTY; 
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LIBERTY:  AN  ELEGY. 


inscribed  to  miss  l  o  g  g  i  n. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

FETGNED  TO  BE  WRITTEN  FROM  THE  HAPPY  VALLEY 
OF  AMBARA. 

TO  you,  E’iza,  be  thefe  lays  confign’d. 

Who  bleft  in  Freedom’s  fair  dominions  live  ; 
While  I,  alas  !  am  pompoully  confin’d, 

Bereft  of  every  joy  the  world  can  give. 

In  vain  for  me  the  blulhing  flowrets  bloom. 

And  fpring  eternal  decks  the  fragrant  fhade  ; 

In  vain  the  dewy  myrtle  breathes  perfume, 

And  founds-angelic  echo  thro’  the  glade. 

The  marble  palaces,  and  glittering  fpires, 

What  are  they  ?  Pageant  glare,  and  empty  fhow  : 

Ah  !  hew  unequal  to  my  fond  defires, 

Which,  tell  me — Freedom  makes  a  heaven  below. 

Penfive  T  range  thefe  ever-verdant  groves. 

And  figh  refponfive  to  the  murmuring  ftream; 

While  woodland  warblers  chant  their  happy  loves. 

Pear  Liberty  is  wretched  Myra’s  theme. 

The 
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The  velvet  lawns  diverfify’d  with  flowers. 

In  fweet  fucceflion  every  morn  the  fame  ; 

Frelh  gates  that  breathe  thro’  amaranthine  bowers* 
And  every  charm  inventive  Art  can  frame. 

Here  fondly  vie  to  crown  this  favour’d  place : 

And  here,  to  fmooth  captivity  a  prey. 

Each  royal  child  of  Abyflinian  race 
Confumes  the  vacant  inaufpicious  day. 

Tho’  feftive  mirth  awake  the  laughing  morn. 

And  guiltlefs  revels  lead  the  dancing  hours  ; 
Tho’  purling  rills  the  fertile  meads  adorn. 

And  the  wild  rock  its  fpicy  produce  pours : 

Yet  what  are  thefe  to  fill  a  boundlefs  mind  ? 

Tho’  gay  each  fcene  appear,  ’tis  ftill  the  fame  ; 
Variety  —  in  vain  I  hope  to  find  ; 

Variety,  thou  dear,  but  diftant  name  ! 

With  pleafure  cloy’d,  and  fick  of  taftelefs  cafe. 

No  fweet  alternatives  my  fpirits  chear ; 

Joys  oft  repeated  lofe  their  power  to  pleafe. 

And  harmony  grows  difcord  to  my  ear. 

Bleft  Freedom  !  how  I  long  with  thee  to  rove. 
Where  varying  Nature  all  her  charms  difplays  ; 
To  range  the  fun-burnt  hill,  the  rifted  grove. 

And  trace  the  filver  current's  winding  maze  l 


Free 
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Free  as  the  wing’d  inhabitants  of  air. 

Who  diftant  climes  and  various  feafons  fee. 

Regions - tho’  not,  like  foft  Ambara,  fair  ; 

Yet  bleft  with  change,  and  crown’d  with  Liberty. 

Vain  wifh  !  thefe  rocks,  whofe  fummits  pierce  the  Ikies, 

With  frowning  afpeft  tell  me - Hope  is  vain  : 

Till,  freed  by'death,  the  purer  fpirit  flies. 

Here  wretched  Myra’s  deftin’d  to  remain. 

..  •  :  ?  ?  ?  !  5  xm  t 
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HYMN  TO  SOLITUDE. 

BY  THE  S  AM  E» 

NO  W  genial  Spring  o’er  lawn  and  grove 
Extends  her  vivid  power. 

Now  Phcebus  lhines  with  mildeft  beams. 

And  wakes  each  flceping  flower. 

Soft  breezes  fan  the  fmiling  mead. 

Kind  dews  refrelh  the  plain  ; 

While  Beauty,  Harmony,  and  Love, 

Renew  their  chearful  reign. 

Now  far  from  bufinefs  let  me  fly, 

Far  from  the  crouded  feat 
Of  Envy,  Pageantry,  and  Power. 

To  fome  obfcure  retreat : 


Where 
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Where  Plenty  Iheds  with  liberal  hand 
Her  various  bleflings  round  ; 

Where  laughing  Joy  delighted  roves. 

And  rofeate  Health  is  found. 

Give  me  to  climb  the  mountain’s  brow. 

When  morn’s  firft  blulhes  rife  ; 

And  view  the  fair  extenfive  fcene 
With  Contemplation’s  eyes. 

And  while  the  raptur’d  woodland  choir 
Pour  forth  their  love-taught  lays  ; 

I’ll  tune  the  grateful  matin  fong 
To  my  Creator’s  praife. 

He  bade  the  folar  orb  advance 
To  cheer  the  gloomy  Iky  ; 

And  at  the  gentle  voice  of  Spring 
Made  hoary  Winter  fly. 

He  drefs’d  the  groves  in  fmiling  green. 

Unlock’d  the  ice-bound  rill  ; 

Eade  Flora’s  pride  adorn  the  vale, 

And  herbage  crown  the  hill. 

To  that  all- gracious  fource  of  ligh'. 

Let  early  incenfe  rife. 

While  on  Devotion’s  wing  the  foui 
Afcends  her  native  Ikies. 

Aad 
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And  when  the  rapid  car  of  day 
Illumes  the  fartheft  weft. 

When  fteep  diflolves  the  captives  chains. 

And  anguilh  finks  to  reft  ; 

Then  let  me  range  the  lhadowy  lawns 
When  Vefper’s  filver  light 

Plays  on  the  trembling  ftreams,  and  gilds 
The  fable  veil  of  night. 

When  every  earthly  care’s  at  reft. 

And  muling  Silence  reigns  ; 

Then  adlive  Fancy  takes  her  flight 
Wide  o’er  th’  etherial  plains ; 

Soars  thro’  the  tracklefs  realms  of  fpace, 

Sees  endlefs  fyftems  roll ; 

Whilft  all  harmonioufly  combine. 

To  form  one  beauteous  whole. 

All  hail !  fweet  Solitude  !  to  thee. 

In  thy  fequefter’d  bower, 

Let  me  invoke  the  Paftoral  Mufe,  , 

And  every  Sylvan  power. 

Dear  penfive  Nymph,  the  tender  thought 
And  deep  refearch  is  thine  ; 

’Tis  thine  to  heal  the  tortur’d  breaft, 

And  form  the  great  defign. 

Oh  ^ 


(  *29  ) 

On  thy  ftill  bofom  let  me  reft. 

Far  from  the  clang  of  war ; 

Where  ftern  Oppreflion’s  bloody  chains 
Precede  the  vidor’s  car  : 

Here  fold  me  in  thy  facred  arms. 

Where  Albion’s  happy  plains 

Exulting  tell  the  nations  round, 

A  Britilh  Brunfwick  reigns. 

Here  let  me  hail  each  riling  fun. 

Here  view  each  day’s  decline ; 

Be  Fame  and  Sway  my  Sovereign’s  lot. 

Be  Peace  and  Freedom  mine. 
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ODE  TO  MAY. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

FAIREST  daughter  of  the  year. 

Ever  blooming,  lovely  May  $ 

While  thy  vivid  Ikies  appear. 

Nature  fmiles,  and  all  is  gay. 

Thine  the  flowery --painted  mead, 

Pafture  fair,  and  mountain  green  j 
Thine,  with  infant-harveft  fpread. 

Laughing  lies  the  lowland  fcene. 

Von.  III.  K 
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Friend  of  thine,  the  fhepherd  plays 
Blithfome  near  the  yellow  broom. 

While  his  flock,  that  carelefs  ftrays. 

Seeks  the  wild  thyme’s  fweet  perfume. 

May,  with  thee  I  mean  to  rove 
O’er  thefe  lawns  and  vallies  fair, 

Tune  my  gentle  lyre  to  love, 

Cherilh  hope,  and  foften  care. 

Round  me  Ihall  the  village  fwains. 

Shall  the  rofy  nymphs,  appear  ; 

While  I  flng  in  rural  ftrains. 

May,  to  fhepherds  ever  dear. 

J  had  never  Ikill  to  raife 

Peans  from  the  vocal  firings, 

To  the  god -like  Hero’s  praife, 

To  the  pageant  pomp  of  Kings, 

Stranger  to  the  hoftile  plains. 

Where  the  brazen  trumpets  found  ; 

Life’s  purple  ftream  the  verdure  ftain-'. 

And  heaps  promifcuous  prefs  the  ground  : 

Where  the  murderous  cannon’s  breath 
Fate  denounces  from  afar. 

And  the  loud  report  of  death 
Stuns  the  cruel  ear  of  war. 


Stranger 


(  J3i  ) 

Stranger  to  the  park  and  play, 

Birth- night  balls,  and  courtly  trains ; 
Thee  I  woo,  my  gentle  May, 

Tune  for  thee  my  native  (trains. 

Blooming  groves,  and  wandering  rills. 
Soothe  thy  vacant  poet’s  dreams. 
Vocal  woods,  and  wilds,  and  hills, 

All  her  unexalted  themes. 
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THE  PRAISES  OF  ISIS; 
A  POEM. 


WRITTEN  MDCCLV. 

BY  CHARLES  EMILY,  I  S  <^. 

CASTALIAN  goddefs,  come  ;  nor  flight  the  call 
Of  flmpleft  bard  ;  aufpicious  come,  and  prompt 
The  flowing  numbers;  fo  may  Ills  lend 
Attentive  ear  well-pleas’d,  nor  with  difdain 
Rejeft  the  wreath  of  freflieft  flowrets  cull’d 
From  Pindus’  hill  to  deck  her  lovely  brow.— 

Begin  ;  what  Mufe  to  Ifls  (hall  deny 
The  votive  fong  ?  for  Ifls  loves  the  Mufe.— 

Thee,  faired  Naiad,  oft  at  early  dawn 
I  meditate,  till  Evening,  matron  flaid. 

Her  trefies  dripping  with  ambrofial  dew 

K  a 
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Advance  flow-pacing  from  the  gilded  Weft  ; 

Nor  ceafe  I  to  j-efledt,  how  bleft  are  they. 

To  envy  bleft,  that  in  thy  peaceful  haunts 
Hold  pleafing  dalliance  with  the  Mufes’  train; 

Yet  tho’  in  other  clime  I  reft  remote. 

Ill-fated,  that  my  wayward  lot  forbids 
To  wander  thy  green  verge  befide,  Ihalt  thou 
Remain  unfung  ;  while  now  the  hoary  Cam 
Hard  by  me  rolls  his  flowly-  winding  wave. 

As  where  Apelles  in  accordance  meet 
Weds  light  to  lhade  ;  and  with  Promethean  art 
Teaches  the  breathing  canvas  to  exprefs 
A  furtive  life  ;  with  wonder  we  behold 
Unnumbered  beauties  rulh  upon  the  fight. 

Gazing,  while  on  the  border  of  the  lip 
Stands  mute  Sufpence,  yet  doubtful  which  may  firft 
Demand,  which  laft,  the  tribute  of  applaufe; 
Thus,  Ifis,  while  for  thee  I  firing  the  lyre. 

The  tongue  of  praife  awhile  forgets  its  purpofe. 

In  magic  wonder  bound  ;  nor  knows  the  Mufe 
Loft  in  the  pleafing  labyrinth,  where  to  bend 
Her  footftep  firft, — Say,  fliall  I  firft  rehearfe. 

How  thou,  a  virgin  yet,  vvert  whilom  wont 
In  Nereus’  hall  to  join  the  feftive  dance 
Thy  filter  train  among,  the  faireft  thou 
Of  all  the  Naiads,  that  with  filver  foot 
Skim  the  fmooth  furface  of  the  glafiy  deep  ? 

Say,  rather  fh'all  I  ling,  how  kingly  Thame 
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(If  holy  bards  in  better  ages  born 
Have  ftory’d  true)  to  lhare  his  watery  bed 
Thee  woo’d  long  loving  ?  nor  in  proud  difdaia 
Didft  thou  refufe  with  kingly  Thame  to  mix 
Thy  marriageable  wave  z.  To  Neptune’s  court 
Upon  that  great  folemnity  repair’d 
The  river  gods :  all  that  from  cryftal  urn 
Enrichening  moifture  pour  o’er  Britilh  plains. 

There  firft  advancing  with  imperial  port 

Proud  Humber  came  ;  majeftic  as  the  god 

Whofe  mighty  trident  *  drakes  the  trembling  earth  : 

Next  Severn,  confcious  of  Sabrina’s  b  fate, 

The  king  of  floods ;  in  greenifh  mantle  clad 
Befpangled  here  and  there  with  coftly  gems 
And  many  a  gliftering  pearl :  there  too  was  feen 
The  Medway,  and  the  hoarfe-refounding  Trent, 

The  pleafant  Medway,  that  with  confcious  pride 
Beholds  the  glorious  race  c,  who  long  of  yore 
Breathing  ftern-vifag’d  valour  fcorn’d  to  ftoop 
The  fervile  neck  to  William’s  d  galling  yoke. 

Unconquerable  fouls :  the  yellow  Oufe 
There  came,  and  Towy  winding  up  and  down 
His  watry  folds,  and  Deva6  held  of  old 

Z  Vid.  the  marriage  of  the  Thames  and  Medway  in  Spenfcr’s  Faery  Queen* 
2  Neptune. 

b  Vid.  Milton  in  Comus. 
c  Scil.  the  men  of  Kent. 
d  William  the  conqueror. 

e  Milton  fpeaks  cf  the  river  Dee  or  Deva,  in  this  manner  : 

Where  Deva  fpreads  it’s  wizard  ftream,  Lycidas, 
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A  facred  current  ;  with  the  blue -rob’d  Dove  f. 

And  Derwent,  filler  ftreams  j  and  Avon  *  fair, 

The  filver-fandal'd  nymph  :  whofe  bank  along 
At  filent  eve  in  penlive  pollure  ftretch’d. 

Calls  raptur’d  Fancy  from  Elyfian  bower 
Her  darling  Shakefpear’s  ever  hallow’d  (hade. 

There  was  the  Tweed,  the  turret-crefted  Tyne, 

And  Eden,  famous  ftream  ;  who  hath  not  heard 
Of  Eden  ?  there  the  plowman  as  he  turns 
With  crooked  lhare  the  bordering  glebe,  full  oft 
Gauntlets  and  rult-worn  fpears  and  vizor’d  helms. 

And  pond’rous  Ihields  with  quaint  device  pourtray’d. 

And  bones  enormous  of  gigantic  iize 
With  gaping  wonder  fees ;  then  calls  to  mind 
The  well  known  tale,  how  there  by  Britifh  knights 
Was  many  a  bold  exploit  and  bloody  fight 

Atchiev'd  of  old. - But  tedious  ’twere  to  name 

Ail  that  with  one  accord  to  Neptune’s  hail 
Then  came,  when  now  the  beauteous  Ills  gave 
To  mix  with  royal  Thame’s  uxorious  flood 
Her  virgin  ftream.  Nor  on  that  folemn  day 
WTas  wanting  vthen  with  rural  chaplet  crown’d, 

Tho’  now  adorn’d  with  many  a  glittering  tower) 

Thou,  father  Cam:  that  of:  with  kind  attention 
Halt  deign'd  awhile  to  liften,  as  I  tun’d 

f  Alluding  to  the  bluifh  colour  of  its  waters. 

*  Shakefpear  was  buried,  and  has  a  monument  erefted  to  him  at 
•Stratford  upon  Avon, 

Tl* 
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The  Ample  madrigal  ;  nor  jealous  he. 

That  now  his  windings  intricate  I  trace 
With  muling  gait  ;  and  teach  the  mimic  nymph. 

All  as  file  fits  his  flowery  bank  along, 

To  found  the  praifes  of  a  filler  flood. - 

And  can  1  fing  aught  better,  than  thy  praife, 

C  lovely  Ifis  ?  lovelier  in  the  eye 
Of  Phcebus  feen,  than  erft  the  filver  ftream 
Of  fabled  Calialy  ;  and  fam'd  as  that 
Which  flow’d  Minerva’s  city  h  fall  belide, 

Ililfus,  nurfe  of  each  ingenuous  art. 

Shou'd  i  rehearfe,  or  thofe,  whofe  bounty  bad 
The  liquid  mirrour  of  thy  glafly  wave 
Yon  towery  manfions  to  refledl ;  or  thofe. 

Thy  darling  progeny,  who  burn’d  to  grafp 
Immortal  fame,  and  with  unwearied  fearch 
Urg’d  flying  Science  to  its  inmoft  maze  ; 

Should  I  their  names  rehearfe,  the  fun,  that  now 
His  mattin  beam  wide  fcaltering  tips  with  gold 
The  ragged  Ikirt  of  yonder  orient  cloud, 

Wou'd  drink  the  wefiern  wave,  or  ever  ceas’d 

The  lengthen’d  fong. - Thefe  ftrudlures  Bodley  plann'd  ; 

Thofe  Sheldon’s  bounty  rear’d.  That  beauteous  dome  ‘ 
Bids  grateful  Ifis  Hill  adore  the  lhade 
Of  Radcliffe,  honour’d  name:  him  Paean  taught 
fFor  he  was  lov’d  of  Paean)  to  explore 
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The  medicinal  power  of  juicy  fhrub 
And  healing  plant,  that  o’er  her  verdant  lap 
"With  free  profufion  parent  Nature  ftrews  ; 

Nor  thanklefs  he ;  for  to  the  god  he  rear’d 
In  pious  gratitude  a  ftately  fane. 

Whence  rofe  yon  fabric  k,  that  confpicuous  lifts 
Its  fky-topt  dome  with  more  majeftic  pride  ? 

’Twas  Wolfey’s  glorious  work  :  to  Science  rife 
No  towers  more  lov’d  ;  for  there  the  mitred  fage  *, 

In  wifdom’s  lore  deep  /kill’d,  with  kinded  eye 
Obferves  the  budding  Genius  as  it  thruds 
Its  youthful  bloffoms  ;  or  with  confcious  joy 
There  oft  in  recolleftion  fweet  beholds 
Thofe,  (whom  his  honed  nurture  erft  inform’d 
With  all  that's  deem’d  or  excellent  or  fair) 

O’er  Britain's  peaceful  land  their  goodly  beams 
Difpenfe  abroad  :  names,  that  to  lateft  time 
Shall  fhine  diftinguilh’d  in  the  rolls  of  Fame. 

Oft,  as  thou  fat’d  within  thy  pearl  pav'd  grot. 

With  pleas’d  attention,  Ids,  halt  thou  caught 
The  dulcet  founds,  when  in  yon  (acred  grove. 

To  Phoebus  facred,  woo’d  the  Latian  Mufe 
Sweet  Addifon :  who  like  the  feduious  bee 
.Rifled  each  honey-bofom’d  flower,  that  edg’d 

The  fount  of  Helicon. - Why  loves  to  bend 

His  lonely  ftep  to  yonder  aged  oak, 

k  Chrift-church  college. 

1  The  Bilhop  sf  Briftol,  then  dean  of  the  above  cathedral. 

Deep 
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Deep  miffing,  while  bright  Cynthia  filvers  o'er 
The  negro  forehead  of  uncomely  Night, 

Th’  enraptur’d  Bard  ?  and  on  the  dew-fprent  turf 
His  temples  pillowing,  fees  before  him  dance 
(Or  dreams  he  fees)  the  Mufes  Nine,  and  glows 
With  infpiration  llrange  ?  There  Fame  records 
Cuftom’d  the  merry  Chaucer  erft  to  frame 
His  laughter-moving  tale  :  nor,  when  his  harp 
He  tun’d  to  notes  of  louder  pitch,  and  fung 
Of  ladies  palling  fair,  and  bloody  joulls. 

And  warrior  Heeds,  and  valour-breathing  knights 
For  matchlefs  prowefs  fam’d,  deferv’d  he  not 
The  iaureat  wreath  ;  for  he,  like  Phcebus,  knew 
To  build  in  numbers  apt  the  lofty  fong. - 

“  Whence  art  thou,  gracious  Prefence  ?  Art  thou  fent 
“  From  heaven,  an  angel  minifter,  to  blefs 
“  Thefe  favour’d  feats  ?  for  that  excelling-  form 
“  Befpeaks  thee  more  than  man  in  wonder  wrapt 
Thus  Ills  cry’d,  while  on  her  margenc  green 
In  youthful  grace  how  amiable  !  flood 
Britannia’s  rifing  hope  l.  With  ftedfall  eye 
Long  time  Ihe  gaz’d  unfatisfied,  and  mark’d 
Each  godlike  thought,  that  imag’d  on  his  lock 
With  llrong  refle&ion  Ihone,  the  undoubted  pledge 
Of  future  deeds  :  tho’  yet  was  Creffy's  plain 
Unltain’d  with  flaughter  :  nor  had  Gallia’s  king 

1  Edward  the  Blark  Prince. 

i»  John,  king  of  France  taken  prifbner  by  Edward  the  Black  Prince. 

His 


C  *38  ) 

His  ravag’d  crown  yet  mourn’d  ;  nor  deem’d,  that  foon 
Wou’d  dawn  the  lucklefs  day,  when  he  muft  drag 
The  galling  bond  of  fore  captivity  n, 

The  gaze  of  cluttering  multitudes,  and  deck 
The  glorious  triumph  of  a  Britifh  boy. - 

Nor,  while  yon  fair  afpiiing  domes  adorn 
Thy  verge,  O  Ids,  fhail  unmention’d  pafs 
Alfred,  aufpicious  name:  fay,  goddefs  fay, 

Burfis  not  thy  bieaft  with  fuelling  raptures  fraught. 

While  Memory  with  her  forgeful  pencil  paints 
The  glorious  portrait  ?  On  the  godlike  form 
Advanc’d,  not  graceful  lefs,  than  on  the  top 
Of  Delian  Cynthus,  heps  Latona’s  fon. 

In  rniidelt  majefty  :  befide  him  went. 

As  muling  deep,  an  hoary-headed  Sage, 

Of  wonder  jus  reverence  ;  cn  his  broad  fmooth  front 
Had  Wii'dom  ftampt  its  fair  fimilitude. 

The  laurel  grac’d  his  temples  :  in  his  hand 
A  golden  ha’-p,  Apollo’s  gift,  he  bore  ; 

And  oft  with  cunning  Unger  was  he  wont 

To  rove  along  the  founding  firings,  and  lift 

The  ravilh’d  fou'  of  fiatue- fixt  Attention 

To  the  heaven  of  rapture — O  how  fweet  thy  chafms. 

All-powerful  Harmony  !  in  years  indeed 

Advanc’d  he  feem’d  ;  yet  on  the  cheek  of  age 

Hale  vigour  with  unfading  fcfhnefs  bloom’d  ; 

Upright  he  fiept  in  fiately  mien,  and  breath’d 

o  Alluding  to  the  manner  c.r  a  Roman  triumph. 

Amiable 
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Amiable  dignity  :  fuch  Teem'd  of  yore 
The  fire  of  Jove,  what  time  on  Latian  plains 
He  dwelt  with  Janus,  hofpitable  king. 

Well  knew,  what  was,  what  is,  what  is  to  come. 
The  reverend  Sage  ;  and  wife'y  could  he  treat 
Of  juftice,  truth,  and  univerfal  love 
From  man  to  man  ;  and  mark  the  limits,  when 
Virtue  is  virtue  ;  when  its  mad  excefs 
Strays  headlong  into  vice  :  he  too  could  tell 
How  moves  the  planet  in  harmonious  dance 
Its  central  fun  around  :  whence  Iris  deals 
The  bright  variety  of  hues,  that  fringe 
Her  humid  bow;  how  fpvings  of  night  and  day 
The  due  viciffitude  ;  why  o’er  the  earth 
Circling  the  year  with  grateful  interchange 
The  wandering  feafons  roll ;  of  higher  things 
Nor  knew  not  he;  for  of  th’  actherial  mind. 

That  beams  to  day,  to-morrow,  and  for  ever. 

An  unextinguifh’d  fparlc  ;  of  nature’s  laws; 

And  nature’s  God  full  well  could  he  difcourfe. 

Him  gracious  Heaven  in  pity  to  mankind 
Sent  from  its  ftar- pav’d  court  (fo  fung  beneath 
His  ivy’d  oak  of  yore  the  Druid  fage) 

And  nam’d  him  Science  ;  firft  on  Afian  clime 
He  fettled,  there  where  proud  Euphrates  rolls 
Amid  Chaldaean  plains,  or  on  the  bank 
Of  Pharian  Nile  ;  there  he  his  favourite  feat 
Long  choofing,  foften’d  with  refinements  meet 
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The  lavage  genius  of  mankind,  and  taught 
With  awful  laws  to  curb  licentious  guilt. 

To  build  the  wall  girt  city,  and  to  frame 
The  peaceful  league  of  blelt  fociety 
With  all  the  fweet  civilities  of  life. 

Him  Greece  from  thence  with  open  arms  embrac'd 
A  welcome  gueft :  but  chief  he  lov’d  to  haunt 
The  porch  of  Academe;  where  mildly  beam’d 
The  modell  vvifdom  of  good  Socrates  ; 

"Where  wont  the  honey’d  °  eloquence  to  flow 
From  Plato’s  fvveet-diftilling  lip  ;  and  where 
The  letter’d  p  Stagyrite  from  Nature’s  fource 
His  maxims  drew.  Nor  cn  Aufonian  coaft 
Was  Science  honour'd  lefs  ;  fmce  there  had  come 
The  Samian  9  fage,  who  fmit  with  love  of  knowledge 
O’er  many  a  diftant  realm  had  flretch’d  his  fearch. 

And  climates  warm'd  beneath  another  fun. 

At  length  when  now  in  more  dep-enerare  times 
Had  exile  Freedom  loath’d  the  Hefperian  Ihore, 

With  crooked  keel  did  heaven-born  Science  plow 
The  fvvelling  back  of  Ocean,  till  he  gain’d 
Neptunian  Albion’s  hofpitable  beech  ; 

The  nurfe  of  Liberty  ;  for  ill,  I  ween. 

Can  Learning  thrive,  if  Freedom  lhall  deny 

o  Alluding  to  the  fable  of  the  bees  fettling  on  the  lips  of  Pl3to  }  which 
was  look’d  on  as  an  omen  of  the  fweetnefs  of  his  dittion, 
f  Ariftotle,  who  was  born  at  Stagyra. 
e  1’vthagoras,  bars  at  Samos. 

To 
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To  cherifii  with  mild  ray  the  rifing  flower  ; 

To  Albion  ifle  he  came,  what  time  \va3  (heath'd 
The  fword  of  war  ;  and  Alfred's  arm  had  cruflrd 
The  might  of  Paynim  foes :  the  gracious  king 
With  gladnefs  hail’d  his  venerable  gueft  ; 

And  led  him  forth,  where  thro’  the  flowery  meads 
The  filver  Ills  winds  her  liquid  maze. 

When  thus  the  royal  goodnefs  fpake  benign  : 

“  Here  deign,  O  heaven-defcended  Sage,  to  fix 
**  Thy  favourite  manflon  ;  here  to  latefl  times 
“  Inftruft  thy  fons  (nor  think  that  Britons  bear 
“  Such  favave- hearted  natures,  but  will  melt 
“  In  foft  humanity)  thy  fecret  (lores 
“  To  pierce  with  curious  diligence,  and  fnatch 
“  Each  fair  perfeflion,  each  excelling  art, 

“  And  all,  that  profits  or  delights  mankind; 

“  Here  (as  reclining  on  the  peaceful  lap 
“  Of  Leifure  not  inglorious,  they  delight 
“  To  mufe  in  calm  Retirement’s  lonely  haunt) 

“  Inflruft  them  to  purfue  the  unerring  print 
Of  Wifdom’s  ftep  ;  or  with  no  lowly  flight, 

“  High  borne  on  Contemplation's  eagle  wing, 

“  To  rile  from  nature  up  to  nature’s  God. 

“  How  happy  they  !  whom  thou  (halt  give  to  tread 
“  The  pleafant  paths  of  knowledge,  and  to  weave 
“  The  lawrel  chaplet  for  their  honour’d  brows  !” 
He  ceas’d,  with  look  mild  as  when  Phoebus  (heds 
His  foft  effulgence  on  autumnal  eve. 


The 
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The  Iaurel’d  feer  in  thankful  gulfe  bow'd  low 

His  hoary  reverence  :  “  Witli  peculiar  love 

“  Sure  heaven  then  looks  (he  cry’d)  on  mortals  down, 

“  When  kings,  like  Alfred,  rife;  whofe  patriot  fouls 
“  Still  center  in  a  nation’s  good  ;  who  live 

By  glorious  works  to  make  their  country  great: 

“  Such  well  deferve  to  rule  :  r  fuch  heaven  beholds 
‘‘  Well-pleas’d  ;  nor  grudges,  that  to  them  it  gave 
“  Its  high  vicegcrency. — In  future  time 
“  Some  one  mayhap,  the  whiLt  he  fha!  1  behold 
“  With  confcious  priue,  how  far  his  native  land 
“  Tranfcends  whatever  vaunts  hifloric  fame 
“  Of  polilla’d  Athens,  and  imperial  Rome 
*l  The  feat  of  demi-gods,  in  holy  rapture 
“  Shall  blefs  the  name  of  Alfred  ;  and  relate. 

That  he,  .dill  anxious  for  his  Britain’s  weal. 

Led  Science  there  where  thro’  the  flowery  meads 
“  Her  liquid  maze  the  filver  Ifis  winds — 

“  Nor  lhalt  thou,  hofpitable  floed,  where  now 
“  I  flay  my  wandering  feet,  a  ihanger  gueft, 

“  Unhmour’d  flow  :  for  on  thy  grafly  brim 
“  Full  oft  {halt  thou  in  fllent  joy  behold, 

“  Bards  that  lhall  know  to  bind  the  captiv'd  foul 
“  With  energy  of  fong  ;  and  fages  wife, 

“  As  whilom  mus’d  th’  Athenian  ilream  befide  ; 
f*  And  ftatefmen,  patriot  fouls,  with  merit  fraught 

1  Vid.  the  feesch  of  Ssrpedon  to  Gliucus  in  Homer, 

«  And 
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“  And  virtue  more  than  Roman. — Here  (hall  rife 
“  My  beft-lov’d  progeny  s,  that  fhiall  explore 
“  (Of  Heaven  how  highly  favour’d)  what  till  then 
“  Stagger’d  the  pedant’s  pride,  and  dipt  the  grafp 
“  Of  baffled  fophift  :  he  with  Truth’s  bright  ray 
“  The  ten-fold  gloom,  which  darkening  logic  fprcad, 

“  Shall  pierce  ;  and,  like  the  golden-footed  morn, 

“  Scatter  abroad  the  chearing  beam  of  light. - 

“  Thefe  are  the  glories,  that  with  influence  fweet 
“  Shall  gild  thy  fhores,  bleft  Ifis :  thefe  are  they, 

“  With  homage  due  that  each  revolving  year 
“  Shall  vifit  Alfred’s  hallowed  flirine,  and  bring 
“  The  pledge  of  gratitude  and  filial  love.” 

.  .  ,  v' '  •  ' » 

LIFE:  AN  ODE. 

BY  DR.  HAWKES  WORTH* 


I  F  E,  the  dear  precarious  boon, 
JL  Soon  we  lofe  ;  alas  !  how  foon  ; 
Fleeting  vifion,  falfely  gay, 

Grafp’d  in  vain,  it  flies  away  ; 

Lovely  vifion,  how  it  fades. 

Mixing  with  furrounding  (hades. 


*  Mr.  Lock:,  who  was  of  Chrift-church  college. 


Let 
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Let  the  Mufe  in  Fancy’s  glafs 
Catch  the  phantoms  as  they  pais. 
See,  they  rife  !  A  nymph  behold, 
Carelefs,  wanton,  young  and  bold  ; 
Mark  her  devious,  haiiy  pace, 

Antic  drefs,  and  thoughtlefs  face. 
Smiling  cheeks,  and  roving  eyes, 
Caufelefs  mirth  and  vain  furprife. 

Tripping  at  her  fide,  a  boy 
Shares  her  wonder  and  her  joy  ; 
This  is  Folly,  Childhood’s  guide,  ' 
That  is  Childhood  at  her  fide. 

What  is  he  fucceeding  now. 
Myrtles  blooming  on  his  brow. 
Bright  and  blulhing  as  the  morn. 
Not  on,  earth  a  mortal  born. 

Wings  the  flying  to  purfue. 

Shafts  to  pierce  the  ftrong  in  view  ? 
Viftim  of  his  power  behind,  ~ 

Stalks  a  flave  of  human  kind, 
Whofe  difdain  of  all  the  free 
Speaks  the  mind’s  captivity. 

Love’s  the  tyrant,  Youth’s  the  flave  j 
Youth  in  vain  is  wife  or  brave  ; 
Love  with  confcious  pride  defies 
All  the  brave  and  all  the  wife. 

Who  art  thou  with  anxious  mien. 
Stealing  o’er  the  fliifting  feene  ? 
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Eyes  with  tedious  vigils  red. 

Sighs  by  doubts  and  wifhes  bred, 
Cautious  dep  and  glancing  leer. 

Speak  thy  woes,  and  fpeak  thy  fear  j 
Arm  in  arm,  what  wretch  is  he. 

Like  thyfelf  who  walks  with  thee ; 
Like  thy  own  his  fears  and  woes. 

All  thy  pangs  his  bofom  knows : 

Well,  too  well  !  my  boding  bread 
Knows  the  thoughts  your  looks  fugged. 
Anxious,  bufy,  rdtlefs  pair. 

Manhood  link’d  by  Fate  to  Care. 

Wretched  date  !  and  yet  ’tis  dear. 
Fancy,  clofe  the  profpett  here : 

Clofe  it,  or  recall  the  pad, 

Spare  my  eyes,  my  heart  the  lad. 

Vain  the  wilh,  the  lad  appears. 

While  I  gaze,  it  fwims  in  tears. 

Age,  my  future  felf,  I  trace. 

Moving  flow  with  feeble  pace ; 

Bending  with  difeafe  and  cares. 

All  the  load  of  life  he  bears. 

White  his  locks,  his  vifage  wart. 
Strength,  and  eafe,  and  hope,  are  gone. 
Death,  the  lhadowy  form  I  know. 
Death  o’ertakes,  the  dreadful  foe  ; 

Swift  they  vanifti,  mournful  fight  1 
Night  fucceeds,  imperious  night  ! 

Vox..  HI.  L 
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What  thefe  dreadful  glooms  conceal, 
Fancy’s  glafs  can  ne’er  reveal. 

When  lhall  Time  the  veil  remove  ? 
When  /hall  light  the  fcene  improve  ? 
When  (hall  Truth  my  doubts  difpel  ? 
Awful  period!  who  can  tell  ? 


A  MORAL  THOUGHT. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THRO'  groves  fequefter’d,  dark  and  Hill, 
Low  vales,  and  mo/Ty  cells  among, 

Jn  filent  paths  the  carelefs  rill. 

Which  languid  murmurs.  Heals  along: 

Awhile  it  plays  with  circling  fweep, 

And  lingering  leaves  its  native  plains. 

Then  pours  impetuous  down  the  lleep, 

And  mingles  with  the  boundlefs  main. 

O  let  my  years  thus  devious  glide, 

Through  filent  fcenes  obfcurely  calm. 

Nor  wealth  nor  flrife  pollute  the  tide. 

Nor  honour’s  fanguinary  palm. 


When 
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When  labour  tires,  and  pleafure  palls. 
Still  let  the  ftream  untroubled  be. 


As  down  the  fteep  of  age  it  falls, 
And  mingles  with  eternity. 


EP  TSTLE  FROM  LORD  WILLIAM  RUS¬ 
SEL  TO  WILLIAM  LORD  CAVENDISH'. 

BY  GEO.  CANNINC,  ESQ; 

O  S  T  to  the  world,  to-morrow  doom’d  to  die. 


I  j  Still  for  my  country’s  weal  my  heart  beats  high. 

Tho’  rattling  chains  ring  peals  of  horror  round. 

While  night’s  black  Ihades  augment  the  favage  found, 
’Midft  bolts  and  bars  the  aflive  foul  is  free. 

And  flies,  unfetter’d,  Cavendish,  to  thee. 

Thou  dear  companion  of  my  better  days. 

When  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  paths  of  Praife ; 

When,  leagu’d  with  patriots,  we  maintain’d  the  caule 
Of  true  religion,  liberty,  and  laws, 

Difdaining  down  the  golden  ftream  to  glide. 

But  bravely  ftemm’d  Corruption’s  rapid  tide  ; 

Think  not  I  come  to  bid  thy  tears  to  flow, 

Or  melt  thy  generous  foul  with  tales  of  woe ; 

•This  epiflle  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  written  by  Lord  Russic, 
©n  Friday  night,  July  20,  16S 3 ,  in  Newgate;  that  prifpn  having 
been  the  place  of  his  confinement  for  fome  days  immediately  preceding 
his  execution, 
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No  :  view  me  firm,  unlhaken,  undifmay’d, 

As  when  the  welcome  mandate  I  obey’d  — 

Heavens !  with  what  pride  that  moment  I  recall  ! 

Who  would  not  wi(h,  fo  honour’d,  thus  to  fall  1 
When  England’s  Genius,  hovering  o’er,  infpir’d 
Her  chofen  fons,  with  love  of  Freedom  fir’d, 

Spite  of  an  abjedt,  fervile,  penfion’d  train. 

Minions  of  Power,  and  worihippers  of  Gain, 

To  fave  from  Bigotry  its  dedin’d  prey. 

And  Ihield  three  nations  from  tyrannick  fway. 

’  Twas  then  my  Ca’ndish  caught  the  glorious  flame. 
The  happy  omen  of  his  future  fame  j 
Adorn'd  by  Nature,  perfected  by  Art, 

The  cleared:  head,  and  warmed,  nobled  heart. 

His  words,  deep  finking  in  each  captiv’d  ear. 

Had  power  to  make  even  Liberty  more  dear. 

While  I,  unfkiil'd  in  Oratory’s  lore, 

Whofe  tongue  ne'er  fpeaks  but  when  the  heart  runs  o’er, 

In  plain  blunt  phrafe  my  honed  thoughts  exprefs’d 
Warm  from  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  addrefs’d. 

Judice  prevail’d  ;  yes  Judice,  let  me  fay. 

Well  pois’d  her  feales  on  that  aufpicious  day. 

The  watchful  (hepherd  fpies  the  wolf  afar, 

Nor  truds  his  flock  to  try  the  unequal  war  ; 

What  tho’  the  favage  crouch  in  humble  guife. 

And  check  the  fire  thatflafiies  from  his  eyes, 

Should  once  his  barbarous  fangs  the  fold  invade. 

Vain  were  their  cries,  too  late  the  fhepherd’s  aid, 

Thirfiing 
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Thirfling  for  blood,  he ‘knows  not  how  to  fpare, 
His  jaws  diftend,  his  fiery  eyeballs  glare. 

While  ghaftly  Defolation,  ftalking  round, 

With  mangled  limbs  beftrews  the  purple  ground. 

Now,  Memory,  fail!  nor  let  my  mind  revolve. 
How  England’s  Peers  annull’d  the  juft  refolve, 
Againft  her  bofom  aim’d  a  deadly  blow. 

And  laid  at  once  her  great  Palladium  low  ! 

Degenerate  nobles  !  Yes,  by  Heaven  I  fvvear, 
Had  Bedford’s  felf  appear’d  delinquent  there. 
And  join’d,  forgetful  of  his  country’s  claims. 

To  thwart  theexclufion  of  apoftate  James, 

All  filial  ties  had  then  been  left  at  large. 

And  I  myfelf  the  firft  to  urge  the  charge. 

Such  the  fix’d  fentiments  that  rule  my  foul. 

Time  cannot  change,  nor  Tyranny  controul ; 
While  free,  they  hung  upon  my  penfive  brow. 
Then  my  chief  care,  my  pride  and  glory  now; 
Foil'd  I  fubmit,  nor  think  the  meafure  hard, 

For  confcious  Virtue  is  its  own  reward. 

Vain  then  is  force,  and  vain  each  fubtile  art. 

To  wring  retra&ion  from  pry  tortured  heart ; 

There  lie,  in  marks  indelible  engrav’d, 

The  means  whereby  my  country  muft  be  fav’d  ; 
Are  to  thine  eyes  thofe  chara&ers  unknown  ? 

To  read  my  inmoft  heart,  confult  thine  own  ; 

There  wilt  thou  find  this  facred  truth  reveal’d. 
Which  fhall  to  morrow  with  my  blood  be  feal’d, 
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Seek  not  infirm  expedients  to  explore. 

But  banilh  James,  or  England  is  no  morej 
Friendlhip  her  tender  offices  may  fpare, 

Nov  drive  to  move  the  unforgiving  pair, 

Hopelefs  the  tyrant’s  mercy-feat  to  climb — — ' 

Zeal  for  my  country’s  freedom  is  my  crime  ! 

Ere  that  meets  pardon,  lambs  with  wolves  lhall  range* 
Charles  be  a  faint,  and  James  his  nature  change. 

Prefs’d  by  my  friends,  and  Rachel's  fond  defireSj 
(Who  can  deny  what  weeping  love  requires !) 

Frailty  prevail’d,  and  for  a  moment  quell’d 
Th’  indignant  pride  that  in  my  bofom  fwell’dj 
I  fued— the  weak  attempt  I  blufh  to  own— 

3  fued  for  mercy,  prodrate  at  the  throne. 

O  I  blot  the  foible  out,  my  noble  friend. 

With  human  firmnefs  human  feelings  blend  ! 

When  Love’s  endearments  fofteft  moments  feize, 

J\nd  Love’s  dear  pledges  hang  upon  the  knees. 

When  Nature’s  ftrongeft  ties  the  foul  enthrall, 

(Thou  cand  conceive,  for  thou  haft  felt  them  all 
Let  him  refill  their  prevalence,  who  can  ; 

He  mull,  indeed,  be  more  or  lefs  than  man. 

Yet  let  me  yield  my  Rachel  honour  due. 

The  tendered  wife,  the  nobleft  heroine  too  ! 

.Anxious  to  fave  her  hufband’s  honed  name, 

Dear  was  his  life,  but  dearer  dill  his  fame  ! 

When  fuppliant  prayers  no  pardon  could  obtain, 

4ad,  wonderous  ftrange  !  ev’n  Bedford’s  gold  prov’d  vam* 
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The  informer’s  part  her  generous  foul  abhorr'd, 
Though  life  preferv’d  had  been  the  fure  reward  j 
Let  impious  Escrick  aft  fuch  treacherous  fcenes. 
And  lhrink  from  death  by  fuch  opprobrious  means. 

O  !  my  lov’d  Rachel  !  all-accompliih’d  fair  ! 
Source  of  my  joy,  and  foother  of  my  care  ! 

Whofe  heavenly  virtues,  and  unfading  charms, 

Have  blefs’d  through  happy  years  my  peaceful  arms  I 
Parting  with  thee  into  my  cup  was  thrown. 

Its  harlhelt  dregs  elfe  had  not  forc’d  a  groan  !— 

Rut  all  is  o’er — thefe  eyes  have  gaz’d  their  lafl — * 

And  now  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  pail. 

Burnet  and  Tillotso.n,  with  pious  care. 

My  fleeting  foul  for  heavenly  blifs  prepare, 

Wide  to  my  view  the  glorious  realms  difplay, 
Pregnant  with  joy,  and  bright  with  endlefs  day. 
Charm’d,  as  of  old  when  Ifrael’s  prophet  fang, 
Whofe  words  diftill’d  like  manna  from  his  tongue. 
While  the  great  bard  fublimeft  truths  explor’d. 

Each  ravilh’d  hearer  wonder’d  and  ador’d  t 
So  rapt,  fo  charm’d,  my  foul  begins  to  rife. 

Spurns  the  bafe  earth,  and  feems  to  reach  the  ikies. 

But  when,  defcending  from  the  facred  theme. 

Of  boundlefs  power,  and  excellence  fupreme. 

They  would  for  man,  and  his  precarious  throne, 

Exaft  obedience,  due  to  Heaven  alone, 
forbid  reflllance  to  his  word  commands. 

And  place  God’s  thunderbolts  in  mortal  hands  ; 
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The  vifion  finks  to  life’s  contraded  fpan, 

And  rifing  paflion  fpeaks  me  ftill  a  man. 

What  !  (hall  a  tyrant  trample  on  the  laws. 

And  Hop  the  fouree  whence  all  his  power  he  draws  ? 
His  country’s  rights  to  foreign  foes  betray, 

Lavifh  her  wealth,  yet  ftipulate  for  pay  ? 

To  lhameful  fallhoods  venal  flaves  fuborn. 

And  dare  to  laugh  the  virtuous  man  to  fcorn  ? 

Deride  Religion,  Juftice,  Honour,  Fame, 

And  hardly  know  of  Honefty  the  name  ? 

In  Luxury’s  lap  lie  fcreen’d  from  cares  and  pains. 
And  only  toil  to  forge  his  fubjeds  chains  ? 

And  lhall  he  hope  the  publick  voice  to  drown, 

The  voice  which  gave,  and  can  refume  his  crown  1 
When  Confcience  bares  her  horrors,  and  the  dread 
Of  fudden  vengeance,  burfting  o’er  his  head. 

Wrings  his  black  foul ;  when  injured  nations  groan. 
And  cries  of  millions  (Hake  his  tottering  throne; 
Shall  flattering  churchmen  foothe  his  guilty  ears. 
With  tortured  texts,  to  calm  his  growing  fears  ; 
Exalt  his  power  above  the  iEtherial  climes. 

And  call  down  Heaven  to  fandify  his  crimes  ! 

O  !  impious  dodrine  ! — Servile  priefts  away  ! 
Your  Prince  you  poifon,  and  your  God  betray, 
Haplefs  the  monach  !  who,  in  evil  hour. 

Drinks  from  your  cup  the  draught  of  lawlefs  power  ! 
The  magic  potion  boils  within  his  veins, 

And  locks  each  fenfe  in  adamantine  chains 
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Reafon  revolts,  infatiate  third  endues. 

The  wild  delirium  each  frefh  draught  renews  j 
In  vain  his  people  urge  him  to  refrain, 

His  faithful  fervants  fupplicate  in  vain  ; 

He  quaffs  at  length,  impatient  of  controul. 

The  bitter  dregs  that  lurk  within  the  bowl. 

Zeal  your  pretence,  but  wealth  and  power  your  aims, 
Youev’n  could  make  a  Solomon  of  James. 

Behold  the  pedant,  thron’d  in  aukward  date, 

Abforb’d  in  pride,  riaiculoufly  great ; 

His  courtiers  feem  to  tremble  at  liis  nod. 

His  prelates  call  his  voice  the  voice  of  God  ; 

Weaknefs  and  vanity  with  them  combine. 

And  James  believes  his  majedy  divine. 

Prefumptuous  wretch  !  almighty  power  to  fcan. 

While  every  aftion  proves  him  lefs  than  man. 

By  your  delufions  to  the  lcaffold  led, 

Martyr’d  by  you,  a  royal  Charles  has  bled. 

Teach  then,  ve  fycophants  !  O  !  teach  his  fon, 

The  gloomy  paths  of  tyranny  to  fhun  ; 

Teach  him  to  prize  Religion’s  facred  claim. 

Teach  him  how  Virtue  leads  to  honed  fame. 

How  Freedom’s  wreath  a  monarch’s  brows  adorns. 
Nor,  bafely  fawning,  plant  his  couch  with  thorns. 
Point  to  his  view  his  people’s  love  alone, 

1  he  folid  bads  of  his  dedfad  throne ; 

Chofen  by  them  their  deared  rights  to  guard. 

The  bad  to  puni/h,  and  the  good  reward. 
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Clement  and  juft  let  him  the  fceptre  Avay, 

And  willing  fubjedts  {hall  with  pride  obey. 

Shall  vie  to  execute  his  high  commands, 

His  throne  their  hearts,  his  {word  and  fhield  their  hands. 

Happy  the  Prince  !  thrice  firmly  fix’d  his  crown  ! 

Who  builds  on  publick  good  his  chafte  renown  j 
Studious  to  blefs,  who  knows  no  fecond  aim. 

His  people’s  intereft,  and  his  own  the  fame  ; 

The  eafe  of  millions  rells  upon  his  cares. 

And  thus  Heaven’s  high  prerogative  he  lhares. 

Wide  from  the  throne  the  bleft  contagion  fpreads. 

O’er  all  the  land  its  gladdening  influence  {heds. 

Faction's  difcordant  founds  are  heard  no  more. 

And  foul  Corruption  flies  the  indignant  Ihore. 

His  minifters  with  joy  their  courfes  run. 

And  borrow  luftre  from  the  royal  fun. 

But  Jfhould  fome  upftart,  train’d  in  Slavery’s  fchool, 
Learn’d  in  the  maxims  of  defpotick  rule, 

Full  fraught  with  forms,  and  grave  pedantick  pride, 
(Myflerious  cloak  1  the  mind’s  defefls  to  hide!) 

Sordid  in  final  1  things,  prodigal  in  great. 

Saving  for  minions,  fquandering  for  the  ftate - - 

Should  fuch  a  mifcreant,  born  for  England’s  banp, 

Obfcure  the  glories  of  a  profperous  reign  ; 

Gain,  by  the  femblance  of  each  praifeful  art, 

A  pious  prince’s  unfufpefting-  heart ; 

Envious  of  worth,  and  talents  not  his  own. 

Chafe  all  experienc’d  merit  from  the  throne  j 
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To  guide  the  helm  a  motley  crew  compofe. 

Servile  to  him,  the  king’s  and  country’s  foes } 

Meanly  defcend  each  paltry  place  to  fill. 

With  tools  of  power,  and  pandars  to  his  will ; 

Brandilhing  high  the  fcorpion  fcourge  o’er  all. 

Except  fuch  Haves  as  bow  the  knee  to  Baal— — 

Should  Albion's  fate  decree  the  baneful  hour— — • 

Short  be  the  date  of  his  detefted  power ! 

Soon  may  his  fovereign  break  his  iron  rods. 

And  hear  his  people  ;  for  their  voice  is  God’s  ! 

Ceafe  then  your  wiles,  ye  fawning  courtiers  !  ceafe. 

Suffer  your  rulers  to  repofe  in  peace  ; 

By  Reafon  led,  give  proper  names  to  things, 

God  made  them  men,  the  people  made  them  kings  j 
To  all  their  afts  but  legal  powers  belong. 

Thus  England’s  Monarch  never  can  do  wrong  ; 

Of  right  divine  let  foolifh  Fii.mer  dream. 

The  publick  welfare  is  the  law  fupreme. 

Lives  there  a  wretch,  whofc  bafe,  degenerate  foul 
Can  crouch  beneath  a  tyrant’s  Hern  controul  ? 

Cringe  to  his  nod,  ignobly  kifs  the  hand 
In  galling  chains  that  binds  his  native  land  ? 

Purchas’d  by  gold,  or  aw’d  by  flavifh  fear, 

Abandon  all  his  anceftors  held  dear  ? 

Tamely  behold  that  fruit  of  glorious  toil, 

England’s  Great  Charter  made  a  ruffian's  fpoil  ; 

Hear,  unconcern’d,  his  injured  country  groan, 

Nor  flretch  an  arm  to  hurl  him  from  the  throne  ? 

Let 
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Let  luch'  to  freedom  forfeit  all  their  claims. 

And  Charles’s  minions  be  the  ftaves  of  James, 

But  foft  awhile - Now,  Cavendish,  attend 

The  warm  effufions  of  thy  dying  friend  ; 

Fearlefs  who  dares  his  inmoft  thoughts  reveal. 

When  thus  to  Heaven  he  makes  his  laft  appeal. 

All-gracious  God  !  whofe  goodnefs  knows  no  bounds ■ 
Whofe  power  the  ample  univerfe  furrounds  f 
Id  whofe  great  balance,  infinitely  juft. 

Kings  are  but  men,  and  men  are  only  dull  j 
At  thy  tribunal  low  thy  fuppliant  falls. 

And  here  condemn’d,  on  thee  for  mercy  calls  1 
Thou  hear’ll  not,  Lord  1  an  hypocrite  complain. 

And  fure  with  thee  hypocrify  were  vain  ; 

T o  thy  all-piercing  eye  the  heart  lies  bare, 

Thou  know’ll  my  fins,  and,  knowing,  ftiil  canft  fpare  1 
Though  partial  power  its  minifters  may  awe. 

And  murder  here  by  fpecious  forms  of  law  ; 

The  axe,  which  executes  the  harlli  decree, 

But  wounds  the  fiefh,  to  fet  the  fpirit  free  ! 

Well  may  the  man  a  tyrant’s  frown  defpile. 

Who,  fpurning  earth,  to  Heaven  for  refuge  flics ; 

And  on  thy  mercy,  when  his  foes  prevail. 

Builds  his  firm  truft  ;  that  rock  can  never  fail ! 

Hear  then,  Jehovah  !  hear  thy  fervant’s  prayer  1 
Be  England’s  welfare  thy  peculiar  care  ! 

Defend  her  laws,  her  worlhip  chafte,  and  pure, 

And  guard  her  rights  while  Heaven  and  Earth  endure  ! 
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O  let  not  ever  fell  Tyrannick  Sway 

His  blood-dain’d  dandard  on  her  fhores  difplay  ! 

Nor  fiery  Zeal  ufurp  thy  holy  name. 

Blinded  with  blood,  and  wrapt  in  rolls  of  flame  ! 

In  vain  let  Slavery  fhake  her  threatening  chain. 

And  Perfecution  wave  her  torch  in  vain  ! 

Arife,  O  Lord  !  and  hear  thy  people’s  call  1 
Nor  for  one  man  let  three  great  kingdoms  fall  1 
O  !  that  my  blood  may  glut  the  barbarous  rage 
Of  Freedom’s  foes,  and  England’s  ills  aflwage  !— • 
Grant  but  that  prayer,  I  afk  for  no  repeal, 

A  willing  vhflim  for  my  country’s  weal  1 
With  rapturous  joy  the  crimfon  flream  fhall  flow. 

And  my  heart  leap  to  meet  the  friendly  blow  1 

But  fhould  the  fiend,  tho’  drench’d  with  human  gore. 
Dire  Bigotry,  infatiate,  third  for  more, 

And,  arm’d  from  Rome,  feek  this  devoted  land. 

Death  in  her  eye,  and  bondage  in  her  hand — 

Blaft  her  fell  purpofe  1  blaft  her  foul  defires  1 
Break  fhort  her  fword,  and  quench  her  horrid  fires ! 

Raife  up  fiome  champion,  zealous  to  maintain 
The  facred  compact,  by  which  monarchs  reign  1 
Wife  to  forefee  all  danger  from  afar. 

And  brave  to  meet  the  thunders  of  the  war  1 
Let  pure  religion,  not  to  forms  confin’d. 

And  love  of  freedom  fill  his  generous  mind  ! 

Warm  let  his  bread  with  fparks  cceledial  glow, 

B#nvgn  to  man,  the  tyrant’s  deadly  foe  ! 
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While  finking  nations  reft  upon  his  arm. 

Do  thou  the  great  Deliverer  ihield  from  harm  ! 

Infpire  his  councils  !  aid  his  righteous  f,vord  ! 

Till  Albion  rings  with  Liberty  reftor'd  ! 

Thence  let  her  years  in  bright  fucceftion  run  ! 

And  Freedom  reign  coaeval  with  the  fun. 

’Tis  done,  my  Ca’noish,  Heaven  has  heard  my  prayer  j 
So  fpeaks  my  heart,  for  all  is  rapture  there. 

To  Belgia’s  coaft  advert  thy  ravilh’d  eyes; 

That  happy  coaft,  whence  all  our  hopes  arife  1 
Behold  the  Prince,  perhaps  thy  future  king  ! 

From  whofe  green  years  matured  bleftings  fpring ;  ’ 

Whofe  youthful  arm,  when  all-o’erwhelming  Power 
Ruthlefs  march’d  forth,  his  country  to  devour, 

With  firm-brac’d  nerve  repelPd  the  brutal  force. 

And  flopp’d  th’  unwieldy  giant  in  his  courfe. 

Great  William  hail  !  who  fceptres  could  defp'ifei 
And  fpurn  a  crown  with  unretorted  eyes  ! 

O  !  when  will  princes  learn  to  copy  thee. 

And  leave  mankind,  as  Heaven  ordain’d  them,  free! 

Halle,  mighty  chief!  our  injur’d  rights  reftore  ! 

Quick  fpread  thy  fails  for  Albion’s  longing  (hore  1 
Hafte,  mighty  chief!  ere  millions  groan  enfiav’d  j 
And  add  three  realms  to  one  already  faved  ! 

While  Freedom  lives,  thy  memory  (hall  be  dear* 

And  reap  frelh  honours  each  returning  year ; 

Nations  preferv'd  fhall  yield  immortal  fame. 

And  endlefs  ages  blefs  thy  glorious  name  ! 
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Then  fhall  my  Ca’ndish,  foremoft  in  the  field, 
By  juftice  arm’d,  his  fword  confpicuous  wield  ; 
While  willing  legions  trowd  around  his  car. 

And  rulh  impetuous  to  the  righteous  war. 

On  that  great  day  be  every  chance  defied. 

And  think  thy  Russell  combats  by  thy  fide; 

Nor,  crown’d  with  vi&ory,  ceafe  thy  generous  toil* 
Till  firmed:  peace  fecure  this  happy  ifle. 

Ne’er  let  thine  honeft,  open  heart  believe 
Profeflions  fpecious,  forg’d  but  to  deceive  ; 

Fear  may  extort  them,  when  refources  fail. 

But  O  !  reject  the  bafelefs,  flattering  tale. 

Think  not  that  promifes,  or  oaths  can  bind. 
With  folemn  ties,  a  Rome-devoted  mind  j 
Which  yields  to  all  the  holy  juggler  faith. 

And  deep  imbibtes  the  bloody,  damning  faith. 

What  though  the  Bigot  raife  to  Heaven  his  eye7, 
And  call  the  Almighty  witnefs  from  the  Ikies  1 
Soon  as  the  wifli’d  occafion  he  explores. 

To  plant  the  Roman  crofs  on  England’s  fhores. 

All,  all  will  vanifli,  while  his  priefts  applaud, 

And  faint  the  perjurer  for  the  pious  fraud. 

Far  let  him  fly  thefe  freedom-breathing  climes, 
And  feek  proud  Rome,  the  fofterer  of  his  crimes 
There  let  him  ftrive  to  mount  the  Papal  chair. 

And  fcatter  empty  thunders  in  the  air. 

Grimly  prefide  in  Superftition’s  fchool, 

And  curfe  thofe  kingdoms  he  could  never  rule,' 
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Here  let  me  paufe,  and  bid  the  world  adieu, 

While  Heaven’*  bright  manfions  open  to  my  view  1 — -3 
Yet  dill  one  care,  one  tender  care  remains ; 

My  bounteous  friend,  relieve  a  father’s  pains? 

Watch  o’er  my  Son,  inform  his  waxen  youth, 

And  mould  his  mind  to  virtue  and  to  truth  ; 

Soon  let  him  learn  fair  liberty  to  prize. 

And  envy  him,  who  for  his  country  dies ; 

In  one  lhort  fentence  to  comprize  the  whole, 
Transfufeto  his  the  virtues  of  thy  foul. 

Preferve  thy  life,  my  too,  too  generous  friend. 

Nor  feek  with  mine  thy  happier  fate  to  blend  ? 

Live  for  thy  country,  live  to  guard  her  laws. 

Proceed,  and  profper  in  the  gloriaas  caufe  ; 

While  I,  though  vanquilh’d,  fcorn  the  field  to  fly, 

But  boldly  face  my  foes,  and  bravely  die. 

Let  princely  Monmouth  courtly  wiles  beware, 

Nor  truft  too  far  to  fond  paternal  care  ; 

Too  oft  dark  deeds  deform  the  midnight  cell. 

Heaven  only  knows  how  noble  Essex  fell  ? 

Sidney  yet  lives,  whofe  comprehenfive  mind 
Ranges  at  large  through  fyftems  unconfin’d  ; 

Wrapt  in  himfelf,  he  fcorns  the  tyrant’s  power, 

And  hurls  defiance  even  from  the  Tower  ; 

With  tranquil  brow  awaits  the  unjuft  decree. 

And,  arm’d  with  virtue,  looks  to  follow  me. 

Ca’ndish,  farewell  1  may  Fame  our  names  entwine  ! 
Through  life  I  lov’d  thee,  dying  I  am  thine; 
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WIi  pious  rites  let  dull  to  duft  be  thrown, 

And  thus  inferibe  my  monumental  ftone. 

“  Here  “Russel  lies,  enfranchis’d  by  the  grave, 

“  He  priz’d  his  birthright,  nor  would  live  a  llave. 

“  Few  were  his  words,  but  honeft  and  fincere, 

“  Dear  were  his  friends,  his  country  ftill  more .dear } 

“  In  parents,  children,  Wife,  fupremely  blefs’d. 

But  that  one  paflion  fwallow’d  all  the  reft  ; . 

“To  guard  her  freedom  was  his  only  pride, 

“  Such  was  his  love,  and  for  that  love  he  died.’! 

Yet  fear  not  thou,  when  Liberty  difplays 
Her  glorious  flag,  to  fteer  his  courfe  to  praife  j 
For  know,  (whoe’er  thou  art  that  read’ft  his  fate, 

And  think’ll,  perhaps,  hi's  fufferings  Were  too  great,) 
Blefs’d  as  he  was,  at  her  imperial  call, 

Wife,  children,  parents,  he  resign’d  them  all  j 
Each  fond  affe&ion  then  forfook  his  foul. 

And  Amor  PatriA:  occupied  the  whole ; 

Ill  that  great  caufe  he  joy’d  to  meet  his  doom, 

Blefs’d  the  keen  axe,  and  triumph’d  o’er  the  tomb. 

The  hour  draws  near — But  what  are  hours  to  me  ? 
Hours,  days,  and  years  hence  undiftinguilh’d  flee! 
Time,  and  his  glafs  unheeded  pafs  away, 

Abforb’d,  and  loft  in  one  vail  flood  of  day  ! 

On  Freedom’s  wings  my  foul  is  borne  ou  high. 

And  fours  exulting  to  its  native  Iky  1 
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BIRTH-DAY  OFFERING  TO  A 
YOUNG  LADY. 

FROM  HER  LOVER. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

£'  R  E  this  Ihort  winter’s  day  be  gone* 

>  My  Mary  Anne  is  twenty  one* 

Of  days  ftill  Ihorter  juft  a  Lent, 

Patch’d  up  from  different  years,  is  fpent. 

Since  her  Devoted  fairly  reckon’d 
The  clofe  of  year  the  thirty-fecond. 

Bending  beneath  the  weight  of  years. 

Full  as  infirm  as  he  appears, 

.  What  can  a  worn-out  lover  do. 

With  twenty-one,  at  thirty  two  ? 

For  fuch  a  phrenzy  no  defence  is— 

The  girl  has  clearly  loft  her  fenfes. 

Perhaps  deceiv’d  by  fome  fond  notion. 

Embrac’d  in  rapture  of  devotion, 

(I  quote  fuch  fancies  to  expofe  ’em) 

She  dreams  of  blifs  in  Abraham’s  bofom  ; 

And  chufes  an  Antique  the  rather. 

With  better  grace  to  call  him  father. 

Perhaps — but  fidtion  be  fupprefs’d, 

While  real  joy  expands  my  bread— 

Mf 
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fvJy  faithful  flame  her  heart  approves. 

And  O  !  tranfporting  thought  !  ihe  loves. 

When  Souls,  by  impulfe  fympatheticfc. 

By  intuition  moil  prophetick, 

By  feelings,  width  they  cannot  Another, 

Leap  at  firil  glance  to  meet  each  other. 

When  each  itfelf  in  t’other  traces. 

What  matter  for  their  different  cafes  ? 

Of  kin,  perhaps,  in  pre-exiftencd. 

Without  dull  Reafon’s  flow  afliftance. 

They  recolledl  the  happy  union, 

And  long  to  recommence  communioh. 

I  mult  confefs  that  f«ch  attraftion, 
for  eafe,  convenience,  fatisfadlion. 

Were  beft  if,  on  deliberation. 

It  met  with  Reafon’s  approbation  \ 

Not  as  of  abfoliite  dominion. 

To  rule  by  dint  of  dark  opinion  ; 

Not  as  a  Lord  of  fovereign  fway. 

Whom  love  mull  worihip  and  obey ; 

But  merely  as  the  herd  inferior 
May  judge  the  adls  of  Powers  fuperior  ; 

As  my  poor  intelledl,  or  thiiie. 

May  fcan  authority  divine - 

In  (hurt,  I’d  have  our  Ample  love. 

Not  againji  reaibn,  but  above. 

Two  birds,  fuppofe,  of  various  feather, 

Hung  in  one  room  by  chance  together, 
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To  airs  melodious  tune  their  voices. 

While  each  the  other’s  ear  rejoices : 

If,  without  half  a  note  erroneous. 

The  fong  be  perfeflly  harmonious. 

What  matter  for  the  forms  or  ages. 

Of  bills,  of  feathers,  and  of  cages  ? 

Dean  Swift,  whofe  talent  lives  no  mote* 

Hi*  Stella  fung  at  forty-four ; 

And  breath’d  an  idle  wifh  to  fplit 
In  twain  her  beauty,  years,  and  wit— 

Of  half  her  charms  he  made  a  proffer 
For  youth  ;  but  Time  difdain’d  his  offer. 

Far  happier  I,  who  well  could  fpare. 

Of  each  accomplifhment  a  fhare. 

Yet  leave  an  ample  ftore  of  charms. 

To  bring  Elyfium  to  my  arms. 

Am  not  reduc’d  thofe  charms  to  barter. 

And  cry  to  heedlefs  Time  for  quarter— 

Fly,  Sluggard,  on  thy  fwifteft  wing. 

My  charmer  yields  not  All  till  Spring  ! 

Then,  firm  in  Conftaney’s  reliance, 

I  bid  thy  cruel  fcythe  defiance  ; 

Deal  when  thou  wilt  the  deadly  blow. 

Thou  canft  but  feparate  below. 

Thy  firft  can  but  for  moments  fever. 

Thy  fecond  re-unites  for  ever. 

Perhaps,  fufpending  mortal  rage, 

By  filent  fap,  and  creeping  age, 
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By  fubtile,  fecret,  flow  approaches, 

As  mildew  on  the  blade  incroaches. 

Thou  hop’ll,  malignant  fiend  !  to  tame 
The  ardour  of  love’s  fierceft  flame — 

Vain  Ihalt  thou  find  thy  keeneft  blaft, 

Blifs  once  poflefs’d,  thy  power  is  pall. 

Can  years,  while  fenfe  remains,  deftroy 
The  memory  of  tranfcendent  joy  ? 

Can  years  bright  Innocence  impair  ? 

Can  years  make  Virtue  look  lefs  fair? 

But  Beauty,  by  thy  influence  curft. 

May  ficken — Tyrant,  do  thy  worlt  { 

I  know  thy  power,  and  am  prepar’d 
To  meet  thy  fliarpeft  darts  unfcar’d. 

Though  Body,  Mind,  thou  canft  controul. 
Own  thy  furvivor  in  the  Soul ; 

Whofe  perfeft  blifs  is  not  enjoy’d. 

Till  thou  art  utterly  deftroy’d. 

Ev’n  here,  as  health  and  beauty  fail. 
While  lilies  o’er  the  rofe  prevail, 

Tong  ere  tty  menac’d  ills  can  harm. 
Though  every  hour  (hould  fteal  a  charm— 
Long  ere,  by  twenty  ftars  a  day. 

The  Ipangled  Heavens  would  wear  away. 

Unconfcious  of  the  gradual  wane, 

As  years  their  empire  flovvly  gain, 

While  my  Ideas,  in  the  race, 

■Obferve  a  due-proportioned  pace, 
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And  limbs  grow  cold,  and  fenfes  faulter^ 
I  lha’nt  perceive  her  Perfon  alter. 

When  Age  her  dimpled  cheek  beguiles. 
And  wrinkles  plants,  inftead  of  fmiles. 
Though  every  Cupid  he  Ihould  fmother. 
I’ll  think  her  handfome  as  their  mother. 
When,  fieady  to  his  barbarous  plan, 
Tofpoil  my  lovely  Mart  Anne, 

The  favage  unrelenting  creature 
Has  robb’d  her  face  of  every  feature. 
And,  to  conceptions  merely  common. 

My  charmer  feems  a  plain  old  woman, 
Still  in  my  heart  fhe'll  hold  her  throne. 
Still  in  my  eyes  be  twenty-one, 


E  L  E  G  V 


(  ?67  ) 
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In  every  varied  poflure,  place,  and  hour. 

How  'widow  d  every  thought  of  every  joy  ! 

Thought,  bufy  thought,  too  bufy  for  my  peace  ! 

Strays,  wretched  rover  !  o’er  the  pleafng  paf  ; 

In  queft  of  wretchednefs  perverfy  frays  ; 
find finds  all  defart  now . 

Young. 

IN  Barton’s  favourite  groves,  alas,  how  chang’d 
By  Charlotte’s  death  !  oft  let  me  devious  rove 
Indulging  grief ;  where  gladfome  once  I  rang’d. 

In  fweet  fociety  with  Peace  and  Love. 

Oft  in  the  filent  evening,  all  alone. 

When  folemn  twilight  lhades  the  face  of  day. 

The  plaintive  Mufe  fhall  hither  waft  hgr  moan  ; 
With  tendereft  pafiion  here  infpire  my  lay. 

Thefe  hours,  allotted  to  that  Mufe’s  hand. 

To  lateft  time  thy  memory  lhall  endear  • 

While  foft  ideas  rife  at  her  command, 

And  in  luxurious  forrow  prompt  the  tear. 
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Recal,  foft  fame  of  gentlenefs  and  Love  ! 

That  calm,  which  triumph'd  o’er  thy  parting  breatl^  $ 
That  blooming  texture  by  the  Graces  wove: 

—And  are  thofe  eyes  for  ever  fet  in  Death  ? 

One  more— and  then — — farewel !  one  lingering  view 
Tore  my  fond  foul  from  all  it  held  fo  dear  : 

Tvvas  o’er  ! — farewel — my  joys  :  fweet  hope,  adieu  ! 

- Adisu,  my  love  !— r-We  part  for  ever  here  : 

No  !  in  the  Gill  of  night,  my  reftlefs  thought 
Purfues  thy  image  thro’  its  change  unknown  ; 

Steals  oft  unnotic'd  to  the  dreary  vault, 

And  in  that  vale  of  Sorrow  pours  my  own  : 

Nor,  fince  the  hour  that  clos’d  our  blooming  fcene, 

Once  has  it  wander'd  from  its  darling  truft  : 

Jt  founds  thy  voice  ;  dill  animates  thy  mien  ; 

And  haunts  thy  {lumbers  in  the  facred  dull. 

Each  confcious  walk  of  Tendernefs  and  Joy, 

Thy  faithful  partner  oft  alone  {hall  tread  j 
Recount,  while  anguifh  heaves  the  frequent  figh. 

How  blifs  on  bbfs  thy  fmiling  influence  thed  ' 

Though  mine  be  many— many  rolling  years ! 

Extatic  thought  fliall  linger  {fill  on  thee  ? 

Time  rolls  in  vain  — Remembrance,  with  her  tears— 
—You  that  have  lojl  an  angel— pity  me  1 

Thy 
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Thy  fmiles  were  mine— were  oft ;  and  only  mine ; 

Nor  yet  forfook  me  in  the  face  of  death : 

E’en  now  they  live — Hill  o’er  thy  beauties  fliine : 

For  Fancy’s  magic  can  reftore  thy  breath. 

Painful  reflection  ! — can  the  adiive  mind. 

Which  penetrates  the  vaft  expanfe  of  Day, 

Long  languifti  in  this  palfied  mafs  confin’d. 

Nor  burl!  ihefe  fetters  of  obtruding  clay  ? 

Ah,  no  i — (he  beckons  me — for  yet  (he  lives ! 

Lives  in  yon  regions  of  unfading  joy  ! 

She  points  the  fair  reward  that  Virtue  gives  ; 

— Which  chance,  nor  change,  nor  ages  can  deftroy. 

Eet  Folly  animate  this  tranfient  fcene 

With  every  bloom  that  Fancy  can  fupply  ! 

Reflection  bends  not  on  a  point  fo  mean  ; 

Nor  courts  this  moment,  fince  the  next  we  die* 

The  deareft  objeCts  haften  to  decay  : 

(An  aweful  leffon  to  the  penfive  mind  !) 

My  Charlotte’s  beauties  fo  foon^pafs’d  away  : 

Nor  left,  but  in  my  heart,  a  wreck  behind  * 
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NO  W  Evening  had  tinged  the  gay  landfkip  with  gold, 
The  fwains  were  retired,  and  their  flocks  in  the  fold. 
When  Delia  complain’d  in  the  woodland  alone; 

Loud  ecchoes  retain’d,  and  replied  to  her  moan, 

The  warblers  Lit  liftening  around  on  the  fpray. 

And  the  gale  ftole  in  murmurs  as  foft  as  her  lay. 

«  Ah,  my  Strephon  !  (twas  thus  the  fair  mourner  begun,) 
How  cruel  to  leave  me  thus  loft  and  undone ! 

Your  vows  like  he  wind  you  forget  or  defpife. 

You  flight  my  complaints,  and  are  deaf  to  my  cries  5 
The  frown  once  fo  dreadful,  ah  !  where  is  its  power  ? 

The  voice  heard  with  tranfport,  gives  tranfport  no  more. 

«  Though  the  Sylvans  to  pleafe  me  exert  all  their  powers, 
Though  the  fwains  crown  my  head  with  a  garland  of  flowers. 
Though  they  fvvear  that  my  eyes  like  the  morning  are  gay, 
That  my  fong  is  more  fweet,  than  the  nightingales  lay. 
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Yet  while  Strephon  is  abfent,  dejedled,  difmay’d, 

I  droop  like  a  flower  that  repines  in  the  fliade. 

t(  O  return,  gentle  Shepherd,  return  to  my  prayer? 

Ah  think  how  I  figh  in  unpitied  defpair  ! - - 

But  in  vain  all  my  hopes  !  all  my  wifhes  are  vain ! 

While  the  ftreams  and  the  breezes  thus  hear  me  complain. 
While  the  birds  to  my  anguilh  reply  from  the  bough. 

He  flies  from  my  arms,  and  regards  not  my  woe. 

r‘  Ah  !  too  eafy  to  tfuft  all  the  oaths  that  he  fwore. 

When  he  vow’d  that  no  Nymph  had  e’er  charm’4  hir^ 
before. 

Be  warn’d  then,  ye  Fair,  nor  too  raftily  believe  \ 

Think  the  men  when  they  flatter,  but  want  to  deceive ; 

That  the  fond  eafy  promjfe  was  ne’er  meant  to  bind  ; 

And  believe  when  they  fwear,  that  thejr  oaths  are  all  wind.” 
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THE  TULIP  AND  LILY. 
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HIGH  o’er  the  bed,  confpicuous  feen, 
ATuliprofe,  the  garden’s  queen. 
$*Jever  on  Holland’s  foggy  ftrand 
Was  taller  rear’d  by  Dutchman’s  hand  : 


Never 
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Never  was  Flora  known  t’  imprint 
On  Tulip's  leaf  a  brighter  tint. 

Or  lead  with  more  fantaftic  freak. 

On  Tulip’s  leaf  the  varying  ftreak. 

Beneath  the  tow'ring  Tulip's  lhade, 

In  nought  but  Ample  white  array'd. 

And  lhelter’d  from  th’  intruding  view, 

A  Lily  of  the  valley  grew  ; 

The  humbleft  plant  of  all  the  train 
That  deck  the  mountain  or  the  plain, 

Or  on  the  river’s  margin  blow. 

And  paint  the  dancing  fcene  below. 
Unenvying  Ihe  the  praife  could  hear 
Of  finer  flow’rs  that  flaunted  near : 

And  flie  could  fee  without  a  figh 
The  faucy  Zephyr  pafs  her  by. 

To  woo  the  Pink,  more  gayly  dreft. 

Or  pant  upon  the  Rofe’s  breaft. 

It  chanc’d  upon  a  May-day  morn. 
When  blolfoms  crowd  the  whitening  thorn, 
With  more  than  ufual  luftre  bright. 

The  genial  God  of  heat  and  light, 

Thro’  the  blue  heavens  purfu’d  his  courfe. 
And  Ihone  with  more  than  Summer  force. 
Each  fiow’r  that  glow’d  in  bright  array 
Witnefs’d  the  life-imparting  day  : 

The  Tulip  too,  above  the  reft, 

The  vig’rous  warmth  with  joy  confeft. 


What 


What  tranfport  in  her  bofom  fwell’d* 

Each  varying  ftreak  when  lhe  beheld 
Withdraw  from  the  purfuing  eye. 

And  fhift  into  the  neighb’ring  dye  ! 

The  Lily’s  charms,  and  humbler  Hate* 

She  view’d  with  boundlefs  joy  elate  ; 

And  thus  unable  to  refrain. 

Broke  out  in  contumelious  ftrain  : 

“  How  vary,  midft  the  garden’s  race,’ 

“  The  marks  of  bounteous  Nature’s  grace! 
“  How  boafts  th’  imperial  Tulip’s  flow’r 
“  The  effort  of  her  vig’rous  pow’r  ! 

“  Who  e’er  could  view  without  furprife* 

“  Th’  expanded  leaf*  and  gloffy  dyes! 

“  The  colours  that  together  run, 

“  And  wave  and  brighten  in  the  fun  ! 

“  Whilft  fhe  that  bloffoms  in  my  lhade, 

*«  As  tho’  to  fpring  from  earth  afraid, 

“  No  leaf  expands,  nor  dye  difplays, 

“  Nor  wins  furprife,  nor  merits  praife. 

“  Behold  yon  butterfly  fo  fine, 

“  Whofe  brightnefs  almoft  equals  mine, 

“  That  hovers  o’er  the  gay  parterre, 

“  And  hangs  on  wav ’ring  wings  in  air  ; 

“  What  tho’  from  flow’r  to  flow’r  he  fport, 
“  And  pay  to  all  a  palling  court ; 

*•  In  vain  with  deepen’d  tints  they  glow, 

'•  And  flutter  to  the  flutt’ring  beau* 
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hr  In  vain  each  envious  rival  burns, 

*'  To  kindred  finery  flill  he  turns, 

“  On  me  at  length  delights  to  reft, 

“  And  fpread  his  plumage  o’er  my  bread.’* 
To  thefe  proud  taunts,  and  more  befide. 
The  Lily  not  a  word  replied, 

But  hung  her  head  with  modeft  grace. 

Nor  look’d  th’  infulter  in  the  face. 

Not  fo  the  Bee,  who  murmur’d  near. 

And  chanc’d  th’  opprobrious  ftrain^o  hear. 
Ill-pleas’d  to  fee  the  flow’r  negledled. 

Which  fhe  fo  honour’d  and  refpefted  ! 

From  whofe  full  cup  fhe  daily  drew 
So  large  a  fhare  of  precious  dew  ; 

Whilft  from  her  high  and  mighty  neighbour 
She  fcarcely  got  what  paid  her  labour  ; 

Thus,  fettled  on  the  Lily’s  bread, 

Her  indignation  fhe  expreft  : 

“  And  whence  proceeds  the  haughty  {train, 
“  Thou  flow’r,  fo  ufelefs,  and  fo  vain  ! 

“  Forget  you,  then,  from  whence  you  fprung; 
“  The  tawdry  child  of  fordid  dung  ! 

“  What  tho’  in  varying  colours  bright, 

Ci  You  glare  awhile  upon  the  fight ; 

“  The  transient  hour  of  blooming  o’er, 

“  Your  faded  charms  attract  no  more, 

“  And  all  your  finery  quite  forgot  : 

“  Unmarkt  you  wither,  and  you  r'o't. 
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**  Now  hither  turn  but  your  reflexion. 

You’ll  kifs  the  rod  of  my  corredion. 

“  This  flow’r,  on  whom  fo  rude  you  pred, 

“  In  Nature’s  fimpled  cloathing  dred, 

“  From  her  our  num’rous  tribes  derive 
4*  The  choiced  fweets  that  ftore  the  hive: 

“  And  Ihe,  meek  daughter  of  the  vale, 

“  That  growing  fcents  the  palling  gale, 

“  Not  lefs  revives  the  ravilh’d  fenfe, 

•*  When  rooted  and  remov’d  from  hence. 

On  Chloe’s  bread  dill  feen  to  blow, 

“  Adds  whitenefs  to  the  dazzling  fnow: 

“  And  dealing  fweetnefs,  tho’  in  deaths 
“  Perfumes  e’en  Chloe’s  fragrant  breath.” 

THE  'INVITATION. 

fe  Y  THE  SAME. 

AW  A  K  E,  my  fair,  the  morning  fprings. 

The  dew-drops  glance  around. 

The  heifer  lows,  the  blackbird  fings, 

The  echoing  vales  refound. 
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The  fimple  fweets  tfould  Stella  taftc. 

That  breathing  morning  yields, 

The  fragrance  of  the  flow’ry  wafte, 

And  frelhnefs  of  the  fields. 

t 

By  uplands,  and  the  greenwood-fide. 

We’ll  take  our  early  way. 

And  view  the  valley  fpreading  wide, 

And  opening  with  the  day. 

Nor  uninftruftive  (hall  the  fcene 
Unfold  its  charms  in  vain. 

The  fallow  brovVn,  the  meadow  greed, 

The  mountain  and  the  plain. 

Bach  dew-drop  glift’ning  on  the  thorn. 

And  trembling  to  its  fall. 

Each  blulh  that  paints  the  cheek  of  morn, 

In  Fancy’s  ear  (hall  call, 

O  ye  in  Youth  and  Beauty’s  pride. 

Who  lightly  dance  along; 

While  Laughter  frolicks  at  your  fide, 

“  And  Rapture  tunes  your  fong ; 

What  though  each  grace  around  you  play, 

“  Each  beauty  bloom  for  you, 
ei  Warm  as  the  blulh  of  riling  day, 

“  And  fparkling  as  the  dew  : 

'  “  The 
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The  blufh  that  glows  fo  gaily  now, 

”  But  glows  to  difappear ; 

“  And  quiv’ring  from  the  bending  bough, 
“  Soon  breaks  the  pearly  tear  ! 

“  So  pafs  the  beauties  of  your  prime, 

“  That  e’en  in  blooming  die  ; 

“  So,  fhrinkingat  the  blaftof  Time, 

“  The  treach’rous  graces  fly.” 

Let  thofe,  my  Stella,  flight  the  drain. 
Who  fear  to  find  it  true  ! 

Each  fair  of  tranfient  beauty  Vain, 

And  youth  as  tranfient  too  ! 

With  charms  that  win  beyond  the  fight. 
And  hold  the  willing  heart. 

My  Steiala  (hall  await  their  flight. 

Nor  figh  when  they  depart. 

Still  graces  (hall  remain  behind. 

And  beauties  dill  controul. 

The  graces  of  the  polifh’d  mind. 

And  beauties  of  the  foul. 
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THE  METAMORPHOSE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WITH  rolling  time  that  all  things  change, 

Has  oft  been  faid,  and  oft  been  fung  : 

One  inftance  more  ;  the  difference  flrange 
’Twixt  Witwoud  old,  and  Witwoud  young  ! 

In  youth,  compound  of  curls  and  lace. 

Of  giggle,  fidget,  and  of  froth; 

One  fimper  dimpled  in  his  face. 

No  butterfly  more  void  of  wrath. 

Pleas’d  with  himfelf,  with  all  well-pleas’d. 

The  flutterer  fcarce  could  give  offence  : 

Or  if  he  teaz'd,  with  nought  he  teaz’d. 

But  fimple,  pure,  impertinence. 

Now  view  him  in  declining  age* 

Affume  the  four  fatyric  frown : 

On  friends  and  foes  difcharge  his  rage, 

The  very  scarecrow  of  the  town. 

So 
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So  Flies,  in  frifk,  and  buzz,  and  play, 
That  harmleft  through  the  fummer  paft. 


When  ready  to  be  (Wept  away. 

Grow  blind,  and  fting  us  at  the  laft. 


THE  SINE  Q_U  6  NON. 


BY  -  THE  SAME. 

WITH  Muckworm  lately  as  in  ch&t 
I  pafs’d  the  fober  hours. 

The  mice,  for  Muckworm  keeps  no  ca% 
Came  trooping  in  by  fcores. 

When  famine  leads,  what  thing  can  daunt. 
Our  courage  what  abate  ? 

Each  moufe  was  as  the  maftiff  gaunt. 

That  growl’d  before  the  gate. 

Their  mien  fo  grim  alarm’d  I  fpied. 

And  looks  of  defperate  woe: 

“  And  why  negledt,  my  friend,”  I  cried, 

**  To  chafe  the  threatening  foe  ? 

N  2 


“  True 
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u  True  *tls  that,  any  more  than  you, 

“  They  cannot  eat  your  pelf : 

<<  But  then  of  other  food  in  lieu, 

<(  They  may  devour  yourfelf. 

«  And  think  how  odd  th’  account  would  found, 

“  Should  future  annals  tell, 

“  Muckworm  fell  not  by  hungry  hound 
«•  By  hungry  mice  he  fell. 

u  Then  drive  the  furious  vermin  hence, 

«  To  ward  fuch  dire  milhap  : 

<e  Nor  fret,  1  pray  you,  for  th’  expence, 

“  Myfelf  will  lend  the  trap.” 

m  a 

“  Your  offer’s  kind,”  friend  ^ckwoKm  cried, 
“  And  highly  do  I  rate  it : 

“  But  when  the  trap’s  by  you  fupplied, 

«  Who’ll  lend  the  cheefe  to  bait  it  ? 

a  Alluding  ta  the  Fable  of  Aft*oat 


TO 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE- 
EARL  OF  CHESTERFIELD. 


OH  HIS  LATE  RECOVERY  FROM  A  DANGEROUS  ILLNESS. 


BY  THE  REV.  WALTER  HARTE. 

Sed  nihil  dulcius  eji  bene  qtiam  munita  teneret 
Edita  doftrind  fapientum  templa  ferena, 

De/picere  unde  queas  alios,  pojfimque  videre 
Errare  atque  viatn  palentes  quarert  vita. 

Lucret.  I.  ii.  v.  6. 


AT  length,  in  pity  to  a  nation’s  prayer. 

Thou  liv'd,  O  Stanhope,  Providence’s  care : 
“  Life’s  fun,  we  read,  when  heaven  a  refpite  lends, 
“  Ten  degrees  back  againft  the  (hade  defcends  x.” 
By  wifdom  purify’d,  by  age  infpir'd  } 

For  twice  nine  years  in  Greenwich  grov.es  retir’d  j 
Rapt  like  Elijah  in  the  aerial  Car, 

Thou  wifely  mark’ll  this  bufy  world  from  far  : 


u  See  the  ftory  oMiczelcuh,  tbs  dial  fif  Aim,  Iftiah,  eh.xxxviii 

yer.  8.^ 


Confi  derate- 
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Where  Avarice  and  Ambition  vainly  run, 

This  to  undo,  and  that  to  be  undone.  — 
Confiderate  truths  are  now  thy  favourite  themes  ; 

Age  may  fee  vifions,  tho’  our  youth  dream’d  dreams  : 
■Hail  truly  wife,  and  good  !  O  happier  thou 
Than  if  Hat?  diadems  had  grac'd  thy  brow  ! 

Like  fage  Aineas  r,  mantled  in  a  cloud, 

Unfeen  you  fee  the  fallhood  of  the  crowd  : 

Brother  his  brother  cheats,  and  friend  his  friend 
Life’s  vain  wife  men  prove  blockheads  in  the  end.  — 
Thou  feeft,  like  Adam  z  by  the  archangel  led. 

The  many  peopled  earth  beneath  thee  fpread  ; 

(Thy  eyes  much  purg’d  with  euphrafy  and  rue  », 

For  even  a  Chesterfield  has  much  to  view) 

Thou  feeft  like  him  the  plagues  of  human  ftrife, 

The  fnares  of  greatnefs,  emptinefs  of  life, 

Abner’s  fincerity,  and  Joab’s  heart, 

Achitophel’s  deep  fchemes,  and  Zimri’s  part ; 
Shimei’s  ill-nature,  and  (to  mark  the  times) 

The  flattery  of  Og’s  and  Doeg’s  rhymes. 

O  ftill  contemplate,  look  thro’  Reafon’s  eye, — - 
For  hours  are  precious  ages  when  we  die  ! 

Thus,  even  in  Pagan  times,  the  chofen  few, 
Pomponius,  Scipio,  Atticus,  withdrew  : 

Thus  Dioclefian,  with  true  greatnefs  fir’d. 

From  lordly  Rome  to  Spalatro  retir’d  ; 


/  Virgil’s  AineidlV.  *  Paradife  Loft,  I.  xi.  v.  27.0. 

*  IVid  p.  412* 

Exchang’d 
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Exchang’d  the  imperial  fafces  for  a  fpade. 

And  left  court  funfhine  for  the  fylvan  (hade  j 
Lord  of  himfelf,  monarch  of  fields  and  plains. 

By  Nature  call’d  to  rule,  and  crown’d  by  fwains, 

•eoooMooeoocoooQooeoooooooooooooMoeooe  oooo  eoooHMteooooooooooooooeooo  ooo6  OOOOWOOMMO9MM09 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS,  SARAH  MENCE. 

BY  THE  SAME, 

PEACE  to  the  alhes,  and  the  virtuous  mind. 

Of  her  who  liv’d  in  peace  with  all  mankind  ! 

Humbly  religious,  filently  fincere. 

Humane  to  others,  to  herfelf  fevere. 

Learn’d  from  the  heart,  unknowing  of  difguifir, 

Truth  in  her  thoughts,  and  candour  in  her  eyes  ; 

Who  facrific’d  no  faith  to  private  ends  j 
Without  referve  devoted  to  her  friends. 

Stranger  alike  to  party  and  to  pride. 

Good  fenfe  her  light,  the  word  of  God  her  guide  j 
She  gave  to  piety  her  early  days. 

And  breath’d  in  dying  hoprs  her  Maker’s  praife. 

Happy,  who  thus  the  foul  to  Heaven  engage. 

Their  youth’s  firft  choice,  their  laft  defire  in  age. 


N  4  KYMBER, 
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KYMBER:  A  MONODY. 

BY  MR.  POTTER. 

YE  T  once  more  ye  lov’d  poplars,  and  once  more 
My  lilver  Yare,  your  hallow’d  haunts  I  tread. 
The  bough-inwoven  bank,  the  damalkt  mead. 

And  feek  the  fweet  {hade  of  the  woodbine  bower. 

If  haply  here  the  Britifh  Mufe  abide  : 

For  not  on  Ifis’ academic  fide, 

Nor  where  proud  Thamis  rolls  his  royal  waves 
Thro’  fore'l  brown  or  funny  meadow  fair. 

Her  rapture-breathing  voice  enchants  the  ear : 

Nor  in  thofe  fields  that  honoured  Camus  laves  ; 

He,  reverend  fire,  the  facred  groves  beneath 
Oft  deckt  with  laureat  wreath. 

Thro’  the  ftill  valleys  winds  his  penfive  way 
Without  the  fweet  note  of  one  warbled  fong  j 
Save  ever  and  anon  fome  plaintive  lay 

Pours  its  foft  airs,  the  ruftic  tombs  among. 

To  the  low  winds  that  thro’  his  ofiers  breathe. 

And  murmur  to  the  ruffling  reeds  beneath. 

Does  fhe  o’er  Cambria’s  rugged  mountains  firay, 

Snowdon’s  rude  cliffs,  or  huge  Plinlimmon’s  height  ? 
Or  in  rough  Conway’s  foaming  floods  delight, 

That  down  the  fteep  rocks  urge  their  headlong  way  ? 


There 
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There  chaunts  the  raptur’d  bard  in  folemn  drain 
Malgo’s  ttrong  lance,  Cadwallin’s  puiffant  reign. 
High  deeds  recorded  yet  in  druid  fongs : 

Or  fwells  his  woe-wild  notes,  of  power  to  fpread 
Chill  horror  round  the  ruthlefs  tyrant’s  head, 
ForUrien’s  fate,  for  bleeding  Modred's  wrongs. 

And  fmites  the  harp  in  dreadful  harmony. 

Or  does  Ihe  love  to  lie 
In  the  mild  lhade  of  Hulla’s  fofter  groves. 

And  twine  the  vermeil  wreath  to  grace  the  youth, 
Whofe  rapt  bread  glows,  as  o’er  the  beach  he  roves. 
Touch’d  with  the  facred  flame  of  flar- bright  truth  ; 
Whild  to  her  lore  his  manly  meafure  flows, 

“  And  wakes  old  Humber  from  his  deep  repofe.’* 

• 

Yet  deign,  if  not  to  dwell,  thy  prefence  deign 
Here,  heavenly  vifitant  ;  and  with  thee  bring 
The  loftied  note  that  fwell’d  the  founding  flring, 
When  dern  Tyrtaeus  rais’d  the  heroic  drain  ; 

To  arms  the  warrior  poet  fmote  his  lyre. 

And  all  Laconia  caught  the  martial  fire. 

Thee  too,  harmonious  Maid,  the  firings  obey; 

Strike  them,  and  bid  the  infpiring  numbers  flow. 
Bid  Britain’s  fons  with  Sparta’s  fpirit  glow. 

And  rouze  old  Albion  with  thy  awful  lay. 

Thy  lay  (hall  well-born  Wodehouse  deign  to  hear. 
As  now  with  generous  care 


From 
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From  Honour’s  fount  th’  enlivening  ftreams  he  brings 
To  vifitas  they  flow,  that  fllver  bower, 

Where  the  fair  plant  of  publick  virtue  fprings. 

And  breathes  pure  fragrance  from  each  glowing  flower » 
Like  heaven’s  own  amarant  th’  immortal  tree 
Shoots,  blooms,  and  bears;  the  growth  of  Kimberley, 

Haft  thou  no  verfe  then,  heavenly  Virgin  fay. 

By  Truth  attun’d  on  Fancy’s  fairy  plain  ; 

No  folemn  air,  no  hymn  of  higher  vein. 

To  hail  the  blefied  morn’s  aufpicious  ray, 

When,  thefe  tall  towers  rejoicing  to  behold. 

Forth  walk’d  the  orient  fun,  array’d  in  gold, 

Firft  on  their  glittering  tops  t’  imprefs  his  beams  ; 

Thence,  glancing  downwards,  fparkled  on  the  tide 
That  bendS  along  yon  hoar  grove’s  mofs-grown  fide. 
And  fcattered  crimfon  o’er  its  azure  ftreams  ? 

The  Na'iads,  hading  from  their  coral  caves 
Beneath  the  chryftal  waves, 

(In  pearled  braids  their  amber  trefles  bound)  '■ 

Thrice  wav'd  their  hands,  and  hail’d  the  rifing  towers  ; 
The  wood-nymphs  too,  with  florifht  chaplets  crown’d, 
Forfook  their  groves,  forfook  their  broidered  bowers  ; 
And  thrice  their  hands  they  wav’d,  and  thrice  they  faid, 

“  Raife,  ye  fair  ftrudtures,  raife  your  towery  head  !” 


Next 
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Next  Kymber  came,  flow  winding  o'er  the  lea. 

His  beard  and  fedge-crown’d  locks  all  filver’d  o’er 
With  reverend  eld,  as  winter  breathing  frore 
Hangs  on  the  bare  boughs  of  the  fpangled  tree  : 

His  urn  was  fllver  fretted  round  with  gold. 

With  Runic  rhimes  imboft,  and  figure*  old. 

The  illuftrious  monuments  of  Britifh  fame  : 

Here  flout  Tenantius  draws  his  righteous  fword 
To  crulh  the  curs’d  rule  of  a  foreign  lord. 

And  fpreads  uaconquered  Freedom’s  facred  flame  :  • 
There  war-worn  Kymbeline,  by  viftor’s  power 
Forth  driven  from  princely  bower, 

To  the  thick  fhelter  of  thefe  (hades  retir’d. 

Feeding  high  thoughts  and  flames  of  vengeftil  war, 
(Like  a  chac’d  lion  with  fell  fury  fir’d ) 

Writhes  on  the  lurking  traitor’s  clofe-couch’d  fpear. 
And  bids  the  confcious  grovp,  and  bids  the  plain. 

And  kindred  ftream,  his  honoured  name  retain. 

High  on  her  warlike  car  Bonduca  (lands. 

The  plumed  helmet  glittering  on  her  brow, 

Whilft  loofe  in  dreams  of  gold  her  trefles  flow. 

The  bow  and  pointed  javelin  grace  her  hands  ^ 
Deliberate  courage  lightens  in  her  eye, 

And  confcious  worth,  and  inborn  majefly  ; 

Heroic  emprefs !  as  thy  virtues  fpread, 

Rome’s  ravening  eagle  cow’rs  his  quivering  wings, 
Hopefmiles,  fair  Liberty  her  bleflings  brings, 

And  heaven-born  Glory  rays  thy  facred  head. 


Grac'd 
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Grac’d  with  thefe  fculptur’d  fcenes  of  ancient  fame 
With  ftately  ftep  he  came  ; 

Nor  wanted  in  his  way  melodious  found 
From  pipe  or  pafforal  reed,  or  dulcet  voice 
Of  Nymph  or  Naiad  hirn-enringing  round. 

Or  quiring  birds  that  in  his  fhade  rejoice. 

Or  gently  warbling  wind,  or  water's  fall 
Soft  trickling  from  his  urn  in  murmurs  mufical. 

Then  Uu  the  tlately  ftrufture’s  towery  height 
With  ccnfcious  pride  he  fix’d  his  raptur’d  eyes  ; 

And  as  pad  fcenes  of  ancient  glory  rife 
Arrang’d  on  Fancy’s  field  in  order  bright. 

He  paus’d  ;  then  graceful  bow’d  his  reverend  head. 
And  thus  in  lofty  ftrain  due  homage  paid, 
ts  Ye  ftrong-bas’d  battlements,  ye  gorgeous  walls, 

“  Ye  princely  firuflures,  that  with  fplendor  crown’d, 
“  Shine  o’er  your  wide  dominion  ftretching  round, 

‘‘  To  yon  with  friendly  voice  your  Kymjjer.  calls, 

“  And  bids  you  hail  !  thereto  he  adds  your  name 
“  Renown’d  in  ancient  fame, 

**  Hail  Wodehoufe-tower  !  To  tell  you  with  what  pride, 
“  What  triumph  he  your  glittering  ftate  furveys, 

That  d  ignifies  his  lilly-filver’d  fide, 

“  And  wakes  fweet  memory  of  thofe  glorious  days, 
“  When  full-plum’d  Viftory  wav’d  her  golden  wing, 

“  Andckckt  with  trophies  proud  his  honoured  fpring. 


■*  Yes, 
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‘  Yes,  Kymber!  now  thou  may’ ft  with  joy  retrace 
*  The  long  fuccefifion  of  thy  patriot  line  ; 

“  With  joy  behold  the  unclouded  luftre  Chine 
5*  Which  Virtue  beams  around  her  favour’d  race. 
f*  Canft  thou  forget  the  Lord  of  Wodehoufe-tower, 

“  Whofe  ftrong  built  baftions  fcorn'd  the  Norman’s  power  ? 
“  From  Deva’s  banks  (whofe  myftic  waters  glide 
“  By  holy  Whitchurch,  thro’  thofe  paftur’d  plains 
“  Long  fince  the  warlike  Talbot’s  rich  domains, 

**  When  from  Blackmere  he  brought  his  lovely  bride, 

“  The  fair  L’Eftrange)  thou  favv’ft  the  flout  knight  lead 
“  To  Sil field's  happier  mead 
His  Saxon  train.  There  Beauclerk's  royal  ray 
“  Shin’d  on  his  battailous  bold  offspring,  trykl 
“  In  many  a  hard  and  chevalrous  a  flay, 

“  When  b  Neuftria’s  Adds  with  crimfon  gore  hedyM, 

“  Spread  vengeful  flames  revolted  Bayeux  round, 

“  And  dafh’d  the  rampir’d  pride  of  Caen  to  the  ground. 

“  Oft  as  Britannia’s  royal  enfign  wav’d, 

“  And  the  flern  clarion  call’d  in  field  to  fight, 

“  The  warlike  Wodehouse  march’d  with  proweft  mi^h?, 
**  And  the  rough  front  of  deathful  danger  brav'd. 

«*  Let  Bara  tell,,  and  let  Bodotria  tell, 

“  Fort,  lough,  and  river,  mountain,  wood,  and  del?, 

b  Sir  George  de  Wodehoufe  attended  Henry  I.  on  his  expedition  into 

Normandy,  A.  D.  ncf.  . 


"  All 


(  190  ) 

*5  All  that  from  fouthern  Eiden’s  flowery  lea 

“  Reaches  to  bleak  Strathnavern’s  northern  ftrand, 

“  Was  his  fword  fheach’d,  whenc  Edward’s  iron  hand 
Spread  defolation  wide  from  fea  to  fea  ? 

“  Or  when  the  fable  warrior’s  lifted  lance 
“  Glar’d  in  the  eyes  of  Frande, 

“  Was  Wodehouse  wanting  to  the  hero’s  fame  ? 

“  Let  Crecy  tell,  and  Poidiers  purple  plain, 

‘‘  And  captive  Valois’  d  hallowed  oriflame, 

“  His  dreadlefs  hardiment  let  e  Glequin’s  chain 
“  Record,  and  brave  e  Dandrehen’s  froward  fate; 

“  And  poor  Caftilia’s  tyrant-wielded  ftate. 

“  Who  has  not  heard  of  Somme’s  affrighted  flood, 

“  How  mournfully  his  cumber’d  ftreams  he  roll’d 
“  O’er  fhining  hauberks,  fhields,  and  helms  of  gold, 

“  His  cryftal  current  ftain’d  with  prince’s  blood, 

<c  When  daring  Delabreth  in  wanton  pride 
e:  The  warlike  Henry’s  way-worn  troop  .defied  ? 
c  Edward  I.  whom  Sir  Bertram  de' Wodehoufe  accompanied  in  hi# 
wars  in  Scotland. 

d  The  Oriflame  was  a  banner  of  gold  and  flame-colour’ d  filk,  confe- 
crated  and  kept  in  the  abbey  of  St.  Denys.  From  the  high  opinion 
the  French  had  of  its  virtue,  it  was  made  the  royal  ftandard  by  Lewis  VI. 
and  continued  fuch  till  Charles  VII.  brought  in  ufe  the  white  coronet. 

eTvvo  gallant  commanders  in  the  army  of  Henry  earl  of  Treftamare, 
whom  the  Black  Brince  (attended  by  the  flower  of  the  Englifh  troops, 
among  whom  was  Sir  William  de  Wodehoufe)  defeated  and  took  pri- 
foners  on  the  frontiers  of  Caftile,  thereby  fc&oring  Peter,  furnamed  the 
Cruel. 
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“  But  all  this  gallant  trim  and  rich  array 

“  Lay  foil’d  in  daft,  when  Bedford’s  burniiht  fpear 
“  Flam’d  in  their  front,  and  thunder’d  in  their  rear, 

“  And  York’s  bright  blade  hew’d  out  his  dreadful  way. 

“  Rouze,  royal  England,  rouze  thy  matchlefs  might, 

“  And  with  a  dragon’s  flight 
“  Sweep  o’er  th’  enfanguin’d  plains  of  Agincourt  : 

“  And  fee  thy  Wodehouse,  whofe  ftrong  arm  fubdu’d 
c*  The  ruin’d  bulwarks  of  yon  aged  fort, 

“  His  golden  chevron  charg’d  with  f  drops  of  blood, 

“  Refts  on  the  woodmen  wild  that  bear  his  ihield, 

“  And  hails  thee  vi&or  of  the  well  fought  field  ? 

“  Can  I  forget  how  blythe  my  eddies  roll’d 

“  And  kifs’d  their  crifp’d  banks,  when  to  Tevvklbury's  plain 
“  My  gallant  fon  led  his  E  heroic  train, 

“  Stout  earls,  and  princely  dukes,  and  barons  bold  ? 

“  Yet,  ah  for  pity  !  thefe  fierce  hoftings  ceafe, 

“  That  maiden  bloflom  wears  the  badge  of  peace, 
f  For  this  gallant  aftion,  Henry  V,  as  a  perpetual  augmentation  of 
honour,  afligned  him  the  creft  of  an  hand,  ftretchei  from  a  cloud# 
holding  a  club,  and  this  motto,  frappe  forte:  and  the  favage,  or 
wild  man,  holding  a  club,  which  was  the  antient  creft  of  the  family, 
was  now  omitted,  and  two  of  them  placed  as  fupporters  to  the  arms, 
which  had  a  further  augmentation  of  honour  added  in  the  Ihield,  via,  on 
the  Chevron  Gutte  de  Sang,  as  they  are  born  to  this  day, 
s  Sir  Edward  Wodehoufe,  who  was  knighted  at  Tewksbury,  attended 
Edward  IV.  into  the  North,  with  two  hundred  men  at  arms,  furnilhed  at 
his  own  charge  ;  being  attended  in  his  own  retinue  with  two  dukes, 
fcyen  earls,  thirty. one  barons,  ajsd  fifty-nine  knights, 


And 
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ft  And  will  you  dye  her  white  leaves  red  in  blood  ? 

“  But  if  your  flaming  courage  pricks  you  forth, 

“  See  where  the  prowling  pilferers  of  the  North 
‘c  With  inroad  foul  o’er  Tine's  forbidden  flood 

“  Rulh  from  their  bleak  hills,  lur’d  with  fcent  of  prey  ' 
“  Brook  they  your  Arm  array  ? 

*c  Far  humbler  thoughts  on  Elke's  embattail’d  banks 
“  They  learn’d,  as  Scmerfet's  victorious  fpear 
r‘  With  foul  diforder  broke  their  bleeding  ranks : 

“  Whilft  vengeful  hWodehoufe  taught  their  proud  hearts  fear, 

“  And  bade  his  thunders  tell  them,  as  they  fled, 

"  The  brother  triumphs  where  the  brother  bled. 

But  not  on  camps  and  fighting  fields  alone 
“  My  glory  relts ;  when  turtle-pennon’d  Peart 
“  Hulh’d  War’s  harfh  roar,  and  bade  his  fury  ceafe, 

In  thefe  lov’d  fliades  her  fofcefl:  luftre  fhone. 

“  Here  heaven-rapt  Piety  delights  to  dwell, 

“  Train’d  in  '  monaftic  Flitcham’s  holy  cell  ; 

**  Here  plants  her  palm,  whofe  hallowed  branches  fpread 
“  O’er  towered  k  Richmond’s  confecrated  Ihrine, 
tf  And  form’d  the  only  wreath  e’er  taught  to  twine 
“  Round  defolate  Caernarvon’s  haplefs  head. 

h  Sir  William  de  W.  dehoufe  was  vice-admiral  of  the  Enelifh  fleet,  and 
knighted  for  his  noble  ferrite  in  the  battle  of  Muffelborough,  where  his 
elder  brother  Thomas  was  killed,  A.  D.  1547. 

1  Sir  William  de  Wed  boufe  founded  the  mcnaflry  at  Flitcham,  and 
made  a  cell  to  Walfmgham,  about  the  year  ri6o. 

k  Roger  de  Woc’ehoufe,  a  younger  brother,  was  desn,  or  rather  arch* 
deacon,  of  Richmond,  and  chapljin  to  Edward  II. 

«  E’ei\ 
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u  E’en  that  ftrong  arm,  which  ftretching  from  a  cloud 
“  Crefts  the  atchievement  proud 
“  Impreft  with  Agincourt’s  emblazon’d  name, 

“  Among  his  laurels  wove  thisfacred  bough, 

“  Ennobling  valour  with  Devotion’s  flame, 

“  1  And  taught  the  warbled  orifon  to  flow, 

“As  'midll  the  taper’d  choir  the  folemn  prieft 
“  Chaunts  to  the  vidtor  faint  high  heaven’s  eternal  reft. 

«  Here  the  firm  guardians  of  the  publick  weal, 

“  Infpir’d  with  Freedom’s  heaven-defcended  flame,' 

“  Rofe  nobly  faithful  to  their  country’s  fame; 

“  m  In  frequent  fenates  pour’d  their  ardent  zeal, 

“  Dalh’d  the  bafe  bribe  from  curs’d  Corruption’s  hand, 

“  And  fav’d  from  fcepter’d  Pride  the  finking  land. 

V  Or,  n  prompt  to  anfwer  bleeding  Europe’s  call, 

“  To  diftant  realms  bore  Britain’s  high  beheft, 

“  Bade  the  fword  fleep,  gave  gafping  nations  reft, 

“  And  taught  the  doubtful  balance  where  to  fall. 

k  See  note  (e)  relating  to  the  creft  and  atchievement  of  the  family  j 
the  imprefs  on  the  lhield  is  Agincourt. 

1  He  obtained  licence  of  Henry  V.  to  found  a  chauntry  prieft  to  fing 
for  the  fouls  of  that  prince,  and  his  queen,  of  his  beloved  efquire  John 
Wodehoufe,  and  his  wife,  their  anceftors,  and  pofterity,  in  the  cathedral 
church  of  Norwich. 

m  This  family  has  ferved  with  an  inviolable’ integrity  in  twenty-feven 
parliaments;  in  fifteen  of  which  they  have  been  returned  for  the  county 
of  Norfolk. 

n  Sir  Thomas  Wodehoufe,  knight  of  the  Bath,  was  fentamba.Tador 
Voi,  III.  O  into 
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6<  Bat  in  the  fofterhour  of  focialjoy, 

“  When  ceas’d  the  high  employ, 

“  Thefe  woodland  walks,  thefe  tufted  dales  among 
“  The  filver- founding  Mufes  built  their  bovver, 

*£  Made  vocal  with  the  lute- attemper’d  fong ; 

“  Whilft  blooming  Courtefy’s  gold-fpangled  flower. 
Cull’d  by  the  Graces,  fpread  its  brighteft  glow 
“  To  deck  unfwerving  Honour’s  manly  brow. 

“  And  you,  age-honoured  oaks  !  whofe  folemn  fhades 
“  Inviron  this  fair  manflon,  proudly  ftand 
<c  The  facred  0  nourflings  of  Eliza’s  hand, 

“  When  ihe  with  fovereign  glory  grac’d  your  glades, 

“  And  pleas’d  beheld  her  p  Boleyn’s  kindred  line 
“  Ennobled  with  your  trophied  honours  fhine. 

“  Spring  creftiefs  cravens  from  fuch  roots  as  thefe  ? 

“  Aik  the  pale  i  Groyne,  afk  Tayo’s  trembling  tide, 

“  Aik  Cadiz  weeping  o’er  her  ruin’d  pride, 

<l  And  Auftria  fcourg’d  o’er  all  the  fubjedt  feas. 

IntoFrance  by  Henry  VII.  Another  Sir  Thomas  was  Tent  into  France, 
Spain,  and  Italy,  to  qualify  himfelf  for  the  higheft  employments,  by 
Henry,  fon  to  James  I. 

•  The  oaks  upon  the  hill,  where  the  houfe  now  Hands,  were  planted 
in  honour  of  queen  Elizabeth,  the  day  fbe  was  at  Kymberley,  A.  D.  I 578. 

P  Thomas  Wodehoufe,  who  was  killed  at  MulTelborough,  married  a 
Shelton,  whofe  mother  was  a  Boleyn. 

q  Sir  Philip  Wodehoufe  ferved  queen  Elizabeth  both  by  fea  and  land, 
at  home,  in  Portugal,  and  in  Spain  :  he  was  knighted  for  his  fervice  at 
Cadiz  by  the  earls  ofElfex  and  Nottingham,  the  queen’s  generals. 

From 
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*'  From  this  deep  root  my  blooming  branches  fpread, 

“  And  rais’d  their  florilht  head, 

**  Chear’d  with  the  princely  r  Henry’s  orient  ray  ; 

“  Til!,  riling  on  the  morn,  importune  Night 
“  Spreads  her  black  veil,  and  blots  his  golden  day  ; 

“  Darknefs  enfues,  dark  deeds,  and  impious  might  ; 

“  Whilft  Difcord,  mounted  on  his  iron  car, 

“  Cries  havock,  and  lets  flip  the  dogs  of  war. 

What  then  could  virtue,  ‘  fall’n  on  evil  days, 

“  On  evil  days  thas  fall’n,  and  evil  tongues, 

“  With  dangers  compaft,’  and  oppreft  with  wrongs, 

“  Save  to  the  wild  woods  breathe  her  plaintive  lays, 

“  And  charm  the  fliades,  and  teach  the  ftreams  to  flow 
With  all  the  melting  melody  of  woe  ? 

“  But  what  avail’d  or  voice,  or  tuneful  hand, 

“  When  hell-bred  Faftion,  rear’d  on  baleful  wings, 

“  Stain’d  with  the  blood  of  nobles  and  of  kings, 

“  Spread  total  defolation  o’er  the  land? 

Ah  Kymber  1  where  was  then  thy  princely  ftate  ? 

“  Sunk  in  the  general  fate  ; 

“  Thy  rich  roofs  funk,  o’er  golden  pehdents  fpread  J 
“  FaftolfPs  white  croflet  mouldered  from  the  wall, 

“  And  Hamo’s  lion  dropt  his  gold  crown’d  head; 

“  The  facred  chapel  funk,  the  feftive  hall  ; 

“  E’en  thy  tall  towers,  majeftic  in  decay, 

«*  Like  thy  loft  monarch,  low  in  ruins  lay. 

r  Sir  Thomas  Wcdehoufe,  Bart.  was  in  great  favour  with  prince  Henry, 
fen  to  James  I.  ini  uf  his  bcd-cliamber ;  at  whofe  decesffc  lie  rcti  id  ta 
Kymberlcy. 

O  Z 
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Thus  Britain  funk,  and  thus  funk  Wodehoufe-tower  ; 

“  So  finks  the  fun,  as  o’er  the  turbid  ikies 
"  Sudden  the  ftorm-engendering  clouds  arife, 

“  And  vex  with  uproar  wild  Night’s  fearful  hour  ; 

“  Thatpaft,  his  bright  beams  refalute  the  day, 

*f  And  heighten’d  fplendors  crown  his  orient  ray : 

“  So  Britain  rofe,  fo  rofe  my  princely  Hate. 

“  But  not  the  fwelling  column  maffy  proof, 

“  The  moulded  pediment,  the  fretted  roof, 
w  Not  this  fair  fabric  proudly  elevate, 

“  Tho’  fix’d  by  Prowfe’s  juft  palladian  hand 
“  Its  tovvred  honours  Hand  ; 

<l  Not  this  clear  lake,  whofe  waving  cryftal  fpreads 
“  Round  yon  hoar  ifte  with  awful  fhades  imbrown’d  : 

“  Not  thefe  pure  ftreams  that  vein  the  envermeil'd  meads : 

“  Nor  thofe  age-honoured  oaks  wide  waving  round  ; 

“  Exterior  glories  thefe,  of  humbler  fame, 

“  Beam  not  that  fplendent  ray  which  dignifies  my  name. 

u  The  fpark  of  honour  kindling  glorious  thought, 

“  The  foul  by  warm  benevolence  refin’d, 

“  The  asthereal  glow  that  melts  th’  empaffion’d  mind, 

“  And  Virtue’s  work  to  fair  perfection  brought, 

“  Be  thefe  my  glories.  And  thou,  Power  benign! 

“  Whofe  living  fplendors  round  the  patriot  ftiine, 

“  Immortal  Genius  of  this  far-fam’d  land, 

“  This  fcepter'd  ifle  thron’d  midft  the  circling  fea, 
e<  Seat  of  the  brave,  and  fortrefs  of  the  tree, 

“  Oft  haft  thou  deign’d  to  take  thy  hallow’d  ftand, 

“  Thefe 
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“  Thefe  lhades  among  j  at  Virtue’s  radiant  Hirine 
“  Oft  caught  the  flame  divine, 

“  When  dark  Corruption  dim’d  thy  fovereign  light ; 

“  Thence  beam’d  thy  folemn  foul-ennobling  ray, 

“  To  gild  thefe  groves  with  all  thy  luftre  bright, 

*•  Where  nobly  thoughtful  Mordaunt  loves  to  ftray, 

“  And  manly  Prowfe  with  every  fcience  crown’d, 

“  In  Freedom’s  ruftic  feat  the  polilh’d  Graces  thron’d. 

“  And  thou,  to  whom  thy  Kymber  tunes  this  ftrain, 

“  If  flrain  like  this  may  reach  thy  nicer  ear, 

“  G  deign  in  mine  thy  country’s  voice  to  hear, 

“  Which  never  to  a  Wodehouse  call’d  in  vain  ! 

“  By  the  proud  honours  of  thy  martial  creft, 

“  The  trophied  tombs  where  thy  fam’d  fathers  reft, 

“  By  Lacy’s,  Clervaux’,  Hunfdon’s,  Armine’s  name, 

“  By  Manhood’s,  Glory’s,  Freedom’s,  Virtue’s  praife, 
“  Wake  the  high  thought,  the  lofty  fpirit  raife, 

“  And  blazon  thy  hereditary  fame. 

“  That  fame  ftiall  live,  whilft  Pride’s  unrighteous  power, 
“  The  pageant  of  an  hour. 

Fades  from  the  guilty  fcene,  and  finks  in  night : 

“  That  fame  (hall  live,  and  fpread  its  conftant  rays, 

“  Warm  like  the  blefled  fun  with  genial  light ; 

“  Whilft  Vice  and  Folly  fpend  their  baleful  blaze, 

“  As  meteors,  glaring  o’er  a  troubled  fey, 

“  Shoot  their  pernicious  fires,  amaze,  ^nd  die.” 

°  3  “He 
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He  ceas’d  his  gratulation  :  the  high  drain 

Pierc’d  the  thick  gloom  where  Britain’s  Genius  lay 
1  Cover’d  with  charmed  cloud  from  view  of  day  : 

He  heard,  and  burfting  thro’  the  falfed  train, 

In  all  the  majefly  of  empire  rofe, 

And  iflued  dern  to  quell  his  vaunting  foes. 

The  Naiads  faw,  and  dwell'd  their  furging  Hoods ; 

Old  Ky.mber  faw,  and  fmil’d;  the  burnilh’d  glades 
Rejoic’d  ;  the  groves  wav’d  their  exulting  IhadeSi 
And  lofty  Feorhou  bow’d  with  all  his  woods ! 

The  lordly  lion  ramping  by  his  fide. 

He  march’d  in  martial  pride. 

And  pour'd  his  flaming  fpirit  o'er  the  land  ; 

The  kindling  hamlets  rouz'd  with  war’s  alarms. 
Snatch  the  bright  faulchicn  from  the  hireling  hand. 

And  bravely  train  their  free-born  youth  to  arms ; 
Whilft  Liberty  her  glittering  enflgn  waves, 

And  bids  each  generous  fon  difdain  an  holt  of  Haves, 

Then  royally  on  the  ocean  wave  enthron'd. 

With  all  his  terrors  arm’d,  he  rode  fublime. 

And  roll’d  his  thunders  o’er  each  hoftile  clime  : 
Seine’s  filken  vaflals  trembled  at  the  found  ; 

The  cloud-wrapt  promontory  lhook,  and  all 
its  rock- bas’d  rampires  nodded  to  their  fall. 

s  A  line  of  Spenfcr's  Faery  Queen, 
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Reign  ever  thus,  unconquer’d  Britain,  reign  ; 

Whilft  thy  free  fons  in  firm  battalions  ftand. 

And  guard  with  lion-ramp  their  native  land  : 

Thus  fix  thy  throne,  thus  rule  the  fubjeft  main  ! 

So  (hall  bright  Viftory  o’er  thy  laurel’d  head 
Her  eagle-pennons  fpread ; 

Whiiil  foft-ey’d  Peace,  quitting  at  thy  command 
Her  radiant  orb  in  yon  empyreal  plain. 

Waves  o’er  the  willing  world  her  myrtle  wand  : 

So  {hall  the  Mule  her  Doric  oat  difdain. 

And  touch’d  with  fphere-born  Rapture’s  hallow’d  fire. 

Swell  her  triumphal  notes,  and  fweep  the  golden  lyre. 
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ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

BY  J.  H.  B.  ISQ^. 

COME,  rofy  Health,  celeftial  maid. 

On  Zephyr’s  filken  wing  convey’d. 

In  {miles  thy  heavenly  features  dreft, 

Defcend,  thou  fweet  enchanting  gueft 
All  charming,  whether  you  appear 
In  Stamer’s  lovely  form  and  air. 

Or  her’s  who  yonder  {hines  from  far 
Fair  as  the  morning’s  filver  {tar, 
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In  youth’s  foft  prime  and  beauty’s  pride* 
On  Shannon’s  flower-enamell’d  fide. 

By  Ihepherds,  in  each  amorous  tale. 
Yclept  the  *  Lily  of  the  vale. 

Bright  daughter  of  the  blufhing  dawn* 
Nymph  of  the  woods,  and  daified  lawn. 
Who  flieft  the  bufy,  full  reforts 
Of  peopled  cities,  revelling  courts. 

But,  clad  in  ruflet,  lov’ft  to  dwell 
With  Temperance  in  the  rural  cell. 
Attend  the  lheep-boy  at  his  ftand, 

Or  ploughman  o’er  the  furrow’d  land. 

Or  wait,  at  fpring  of  fragrant  morn, 

The  opening  hound,  and  cheering  horn 

Ever  cheerful,  ever  gay. 

Hither  come  and  chafe  away. 

Sorrow  of  deje£ted  eye. 

The  plaintive  tear,  the  ftruggling  figh, 
Difeafe  with  fickly  yellow  fpread, 

And  Pain  that  holds  the  hanging  head  j 
And  in  their  Head  conduct  along, 
Fantaftic  Dance,  and  airy  Song, 

Wit,  of  tafte  correct  and  fine. 

Frolic  Mirth,  that  waits  on  wine, 

Hope  that  fans  the  lover’s  fires, 

Pleafing  Follies,  gay  Defires, 

For  thefe  are  thine,  a  fprightly  train. 
Without  thee  lifelefs,  joylefs,  vain. 


*  Mifs  Fitzgerald, 


(  201  ) 

’Tis  you  who  pour  o’er  Beauty’s  face 
The  artlefs  bloom,  the  native  grace ; 

You  robb’d  the  balhful  rofe,  and  fhed 
Its  foft,  refin’d,  delicious  red 
On  Waller’s  cheek ;  ’tis  you  bellow 
On  Mans  el’s  lips  the  ripening  glow »  • 

With  quickening  fpirits  you  fupply 
The  trembling  luftre  of  her  eye. 

Through  every  form  of  myftic  birth. 

The  fwarming  air,  the  teeming  earth. 

Through  all  the  fruitful  deep  contains. 

Thy  fovereign  vital  influence  reigns. 

Mixes,  ferments,  infpires  the  whole. 

Pours  the  glad  warmth,  the  genial  foul. 

Breathes  in  the  breeze,  diftills  in  Ihowers, 

Swells  the  young  bud,  and  wakes  the  flowers : 

With  livelier  green  the  herbage  fprings. 

The  violet  blows,  the  linnet  fxngs, 

Its  richeft  colouring  Nature  wears. 

And  Pleafure  leads  the  wanton  years. 

Oh  !  fee  I  pine  diftrefs’d,  forlorn. 

And  feek  in  vain  thy  wilh’d  return  : 

Return  then,  Goddefs,  heavenly  mild. 

Indulgent  now  as  once  you  fmil’d. 

In  golden  Youth’s  propitious  May, 

When  jocund  danc’d  my  hours  away. 

With  love,  and  joy,  and  rapture  bleft. 

And  thou  waft  there  to  crown  the  reft. 

Then, 
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Then,  as  around  the  Seafons  range. 

And  years  in  fweet  fucceffion  change. 

On  Shannon’s  filver- flowing  ftream. 

I’ll  fing.  and  thou  {halt  be  my  theme  ; 
Rich  in  my  verfe,  thy  charms  fhall  thine* 
And  Harold’s  beauties  yield  to  thine. 


SWEETNESS:  AN  ODE, 

INSCRIBED  TO  CLEORA, 

BY  MR.  ROBERTSON. 

—  From  mitior  aft  id, 

Ir.v.uliqv.i  nitens  ore  meridics. 

Casim.  lib.  I.  od.  xvii* 

OF  damafk  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes* 

Let  other  poets  tell ; 

Within  the  bofo'm  of  the  fair, 

Superior  beauties  dwell. 

There  all  the  fprightly  powers  of  wit 
In  blithe  affemblage  play  ; 

There  every  focial  virtue  fheds 
Its  intelle&ual  ray. 

But 
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But,  as  the  fun’s  refulgent  light 
Heaven’s  wide  expanfe  refines, 

With  fovereign  luftre,  through  the  foulr 
Celellial  Sweetnefs  fhines. 

This  mental  beam  dilates  the  heart, 

And  fparkles  in  the  face  ; 

It  harmonizes  every  thought, 

And  heightens  every  grace. 

One  glimpfe  can  footh  the  troubled  breaft. 
The  heaving  figh  reftrain  ; 

Can  make  the  bed  of  ficknefs  pleafe. 

And  flop  the  fenfe  of  pain. 

Its  power  can  charm  the  lavage  heart, 

The  tyrant’s  pity  move  ; 

To  fmiles  convert  the  wildeft  rage. 

And  melt  the  foul  to  love. 

When  Sweetnefs  beams  upon  the  throne. 

In  majefty  benign. 

The  awful  fplendors  of  a  crown 
With  milder  luftre  fhine. 

• 

In  feenes  of  poverty  and  woe. 

Where  melancholy  dwells. 

The  influence  of  this  living  ray 
The  dreary  gloom  difpels. 


Thus 
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Thus,  when  the  blooming  fpring  returns. 

To  chear  the  mournful  plains. 

Through  earth  and  air,  with  genial  warmth, 
Etherial  mildnefs  reigns. 

Beneath  its  bright,  aufpicious  beams. 

No  boifterous  paffions  rife  ; 

Morofenefs  quits  the  peaceful  fcene. 

And  baleful  Difcord  flies. 

A  thoufand  namelefs  beauties  fpring, 

A  thoufand  virtues  glow  ; 

A  fmiling  train  of  Joys  appear. 

And  endlefs  bleflings  flow. 

Unbounded  Charity  difplays 
Her  fympathizing  charms ; 

And  Friendfhip’s  pure  feraphic  flame 
The  generous  bofom  warms. 

Almighty  Love  exerts  his  power. 

And  fpreads,  with  fecret  art, 

A  Toft  fenfation  through  the  frame; 

A  tranfport  through  the  heart. 

Nor  fnall  the  ftorms  of  age,  which  cloud 
Each  gleam  of  fenfual  joy  ; 

Ar.d  blaft  the  gaudy  flowers  of  Pride, 

Thefe  bleft  effects  deftroy. 


When 
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When  that  fair  form  (hall  fink  in  yearsi 
And  all  thofe  graces  fly  5 
The  beauty  of  thy  heavenly  mind 
Shall  length  of  days  defy. 
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TO  FLORELLA,  PUTTING  ON  A 

FLOWERED  HAT, 

BY  THE  SAME. 

FLORELLA,  veil  thofe  radiant  eyes, 

Thofe  lovely  features  hide  ; 

For  which  a  thoufand  nymphs  have  wifli’d, 

A  thoufand  fwains  have  figh’d. 

Then  might  each  youth  more  fafely  view 
The  gay,  the  blooming  maid ; 

While  half  thofe  graces  lie  conceal’d 
Beneath  that  flowery  {hade. 

Thus  when  the  bright,  meridian  fun 
His  vivid  warmth  difplays, 

We  thank  the  kind  officious  cloud 
That  fhades  the  dazzling  rays. 


BAR- 
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BARREAUX’s  CELEBRATED  SONNET, 

GRAND  Dieu,  tes  jugemens  font  remplis  cT  equite  ; 

Toujour s  tu  prens  plaiftr  a  nous  etre  propice. 

Mats  j'ai  tant  fait  de  mal,  que  jamais  ta  bonte 
Ne  me  pardonnera ,  fans  chequer  Ja  juftice . 

Out  mon  Dieu,  la  grandeur  de  mon  impiete 

Ne  laifj'e  a  ton  powvoir  que  le  choix  du  fuplice  j 
Ton  inierejle  oppofe  a  ma  felicite  ; 

Et  ta  clemence  mesne  attend  que  je  periffe. 

Contente  ton  dejir,  puis  qu'il  t'ejl  glorieux  ; 

Ojfenfe  toy  des  pleurs  qui  coulent  de  mes  yeux  ; 

Tonne,  frappe,  il  eft  terns,  rests  moi  guerre  pour  guerre  $ 
f  adore  en  peri Jf ant  la  raifon  qui  t'aigrit. 

Mais  deffus  quel  endroit  tombera  ton  tonnerre, 
gh>.e  ne  foit  tout  couwert  du  fang  de  Jesus  Christ. 


By 
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by  The  same. 


THO’  thy  decrees,  great  God,  are  wife, 
Thy  difpenfations  right. 

Thy  darling  attribute  is  love, 

Compaflion  thy  delight. 

But  fhould  thy  goodnefs  condefcend 
To  pity  niy  diftrefs. 

Offended  Juftice  would  each  thought 
Of  lenity  fupprefs. 

Yes,  righteous  God,  my  daring  crimes 
For  pardon  leave  no  room  ; 

Thy  majeily  prevents  my  blifs. 

Thy  grace  demands  my  doom. 

O  !  then  denounce  thy  fovereign  will. 

Avenge  thy  injur’d  name  ; 

And  let  an  impious  mifcreant’s  tear 
Thy  facred  wrath  in  Same. 

Smite  me,  ’tis  time,  let  thunder  fall 
On  my  rebellious  head ; 

In  my  deftrudtion  I’ll  adore 
The  hand  that  ftrikes  me  dead. 

But — through  what  region  fhall  thy  bolts 
Thy  miffive  vengeance  run, 

Which  is  not  hallowed  by  the  blood 
Of  thy  beloved  Son  ? 


MONODY 
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MONODY  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  A 
YOUNG  LADY. 


BY  MR.  SHAW. 

YE  T  do  I  live  !  O  how  (hall  I  fuftain 
This  vaft  unutterable  weight  of  woe  ? 

This  worfe  than  hunger,  poverty,  or  pain. 

Or  all  the  complicated  ills  below— 

She,  in  whofe  life  my  hopes  were  treafur’d  ell. 

Is  gone — for  ever  fled  — 

My  deareft  Emma’s  dead  ; 

Thefe  eyes,  thefe  tear-fwoln  eyes  beheld  her  fall : 

Ah  no — fhe  lives  on  fome  far  happier  Ihore, 

She  lives — but  (cruel  thought !)  (he  lives  for  me  no  more. 

I,  who  the  tedious  abfence  of  a  day 

Remov’d,  wou’d  languifh  for  my  charmer’s  fight, 

Wou’d  chide  the  lingering  moments  for  delay. 

And  fondly  blame  the  flow  return  of  night ; 

How,  how  (hall  I  endure 
(O  mifery  pad  a  cure  !) 

Hours,  days  and  years  fucceffively  to  roll. 

Nor  ever  more  behold  the  comfort  of  my  foul  ? 

Was 
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Was  fhe  not  all  my  fonaeft  vvifh  could  frame  ? 

Did  ever  Mind  fo  much  of  Heaven  partake  ? 

Did  fhe  not  love  me  with  the  pureft  flame. 

And  give  up  friends  and  fortune  for  my  fake  ? 
Though  mild  as  evening  ikies. 

With  downcaft,  dreaming  eyes. 

Stood  the  ftern  frown  of  fupercilious  brows. 

Deaf  to  their  brutal  threats,  and  faithful  to  her  vows. 

Come,  then,  fome  Mufe,  the  faddefl  of  the  train, 

(No  more  your  bard  fhall  dwell  on  idle  lays) 

Teach  me  each  moving  melancholy  ftrain. 

And  O  difcard  the  pageantry  of  phrafe  : 

Ill  fuit  the"flowers  of  fpeech  with  woes  like  mine  l 
Thus,  haply,  as  I  paint 
The  fource  of  my  complaint. 

My  foul  may  own  the  impafiion’d  line  ; 

A  flood  of  tears  may  guih  to  my  relief, 

And  from  my  fvvelling  heart  difcharge  this  load  of  grief. 

Forbear,  my  fond  'officious  friends,  forbear 
To  wound  my  ears  with  the  fad  tales  you  tell  ; 

“  How  good  fhe  was,  how  gentle,  and  how  fair  !" 

In  pity  ceafe — alas  !  I  know  too  well  : 

How,  in  her  fwe'et,  exprefllve  face 

Beam’d  forth  the  beauties  of  her  mind. 

Yet  heighten’d  by  exterior  grace 

Of  manners  mod  engaging,  mod  refin’d  : 
voL.nr.  ”  p 
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No  piteous  cbje£t  could  flie  fee. 

But  her  foft  bofom  fliar’d  the  woe, 

Whilli  fmiles  of  affability 

Endear’d  whatever  boon  fhe  might  bellow. 

Whate’er  the  emotions  of  her  heart, 

Still  flione  confpicuous  in  her  eyes, 

Stranger  to  every  female  art, 

Alike  to  feign,  or  to  difguife : 

And  O  the  boaft  how  rare! 

The  fecret  in  her  faithful  bread  repos’d. 

She  ne’er  with  lawlefs  tongue  difclos’d. 

In  facred  Hence  lodg’d  inviolate  there. 

O  feeble  words — unable  to  exprefs 
Her  matchlefs  virtues,  or  my  own  diftrefs ! 

Relentlefs  Death  !  that,  Heel’d  to  human  woe, 

With  murderous  hands  deals  havock  on  mankind. 

Why  (cruel  !)  ftrike  this  deprecated  blow. 

And  leave  fuch  wretched  multitudes  behind  ? 

Hark  !  Groans  come  wing’d  on  every  breeze  f 
The  Ions  of  Grief  prefer  their  ardent  vow  ; 

Ooprefs’d  with  forrow,  want,  or  dire  difeafe, 

And  fupplicate  thy  aid,  as  I  do  now  : 

In  vain — Perverfe,  ftill  on  the  unweeting  head 
’Tis  thine  thy  vengeful  darts  to  fhed  ; 

Hope’s  infant  bloffoms  to  deftroy. 

And  drench  in  lears  the  face  of  joy. 

But 
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But  oh  !  fell  tyrant !  yet  expert  the  hour 
When  Virtue  lhall  renounce  thy  power; 

When  thou  no  more  fhalt  blot  the  face  of  day. 

Nor  mortals  tremble  at  thy  rigid  fway. 

Alas !  the  day — where-e’er  I  turn  my  eyes. 

Some  fad  memento  of  my  lofs  appears ; 

I  fly  the  fatal  houfe — fupprefs  my  fighs, 

Refolv’d  to  dry  my  unavailing  tears  : 

But,  ahf  In  vain — no  change  of  time  or  place 
The  memory  can  efface 
Of  all  that  fweetnefs,  that  enchanting  air. 

Now  loft ;  and  nought  remains  but  anguifti  and  defpair. 

Where  were  the  delegates  of  Heaven,  oh  where ! 

Appointed  Virtue’s  children  fafe  to  keep  ! 

Had  Innocence  or  Virtue  been  their  care. 

She  had  not  dy’d,  nor  had  I  liv’d  to  weep: 

Mov’d  by  my  tears,  and  by  her  patience  mov’d. 

To  fee  her  force  the  endearing  fmile. 

My  forrows  to  beguile. 

When  Torture’s  keeneft  rage  Ihe  prov’d  ; 

Sure  they  had  warded  that  untimely  dart. 

Which  broke  her  thread  of  life,  and  rent  a  hufband's  heart. 
How  lhall  I  e’er  forget  that  dreadful  hour. 

When  feeling  Death’s  refiftlefs  power. 

My  hand  (he  prefs’d,  wet  with  her  falling  tears. 

And  thus,  in  faultering  accents,  fpoke  her  fears! 

Pa  *«  Ah, 
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u  Ah,  my  lov'd  lord,  the  tranfient  fcene  is  o’er, 

“  Andvve  muftpart  (alas  !)to  meet  no  more  ! 

“  But  oh  !  if  e’er  thy  Emma’s  name  was  dear, 

“  If  e’er  thy  vows  have  charm’d  my  ravifh’d  ear  ; 

“  If,  from  thy  lov’d  embrace  my  heart  to  gain, 

“  Proud  friends  have  frown’d,  and  Fortune  fmil’d  in  vain, 

“  If  it  has  been  my  foie  endeavour,  ftill 
“  To  adl  in  all,  obfequious  to  thy  will ; 

“  To  watch  thy  very  fmiles,  thy  wilh  to  know, 

“  Then  only  truly  bleft  when  thou  wert  fo  : 

“  If  I  have  doated  with  that  fond  excefs, 

“  Nor  Love  could  add,  nor  Fortune  make  it  lefs  ; 

“  If  this  I’ve  done,  and  more— oh  then  be  kind 
“  To  the  dear  lovely  babe  I  leave  behind. 

“  When  time  my  once-lov’d  memory  fliall  efface, 

“  Some  happier  maid  may  take  thy  Emma’s  place, 

<*  With  envious  eyes  thy  partial  fondnefs  fee, 

“  And  hate  it  for  the  love  thou  bore  to  me  ; 

“  My  deareft  S - ,  forgive  a  woman’s  fears. 

But  one  word  more  (I  cannot  bear  thy  tears) 

“  Promife— — and  I  will  truft  thy  faithful  vow, 

“  (Oft  have  Itry’d,  and  ever  found  thee  true) 

That  to  fome  diftant  fpot  thou  wilt  remove 
“  This  fatal  pledge  of  haplefs  Emma’s  love, 

“  Where  fafe,  thy  blandilhments  it  may  partake, 

“  And  oh  !  be  tender  for  its  mother’s  fake, 

“  Wilt  thou  ? - 

“  I  know  thou  wilt - fad  filence  fpeaks  aflent, 

“  And  in  th^t  pleafing  hope  thy  Emma  dies  content,” 

I,  whd 
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J,  who  with  more  than  manly  ftrength  have  bore 
The  various  ills  impos’d  by  cruel  Pate, 

Suftain  the  firmnefs  of  my  foul  no  more, 

But  fink  beneath  the  weight : 

Juft  Heaven  (I  cry’d)  from  Memory’s  earlieft  day 
No  comfort  has  thy  wretched  fuppliant  known, 
Misfortune  ftill  with  unrelenting  fway 
Has  claim’d  me  for  her  own. 

Bet  O - in  pity  to  my  grief,  reftore 

This  only  fource  of  blifs ;  I  a  lie — I  afk  no  more— 
Vain  hope — th’  irrevocable  doom  is  paft, 

Ev’n  now  fire  looks — fhe  fighs  her  Jaft . - 

Vainly  Iftriveto  ftay  her  fleeting  breath. 

And,  with  rebellious  heart,  proteft  againft  her  death. 

When  the  ftern  tyrant  clos’d  her  lovely  eyes. 

How  did  I  rave,  untaught  to  bear  the  blow  1 
With  impious  wifh  to  tear  her  from  the  Ikies ; 

How  curfe  my  fate  in  bitternefs  of  woe  1 
But  whither  would  this  dreadful  frenzy  leatl  ? 

Fond  man,  forbear, 

Thy  fruitlefs  forrow  fpare, 

Dare  not  to  talk  what  Heaven’s  high  will  decreed  ; 

In  humble  reverence  kifs  th’  afflidtive  rod. 

And  proftrate  bow  to  an  offended  God. 

Perhaps  kind  Heaven  in  mercy  dealt  the  blow. 

Some  faving  truth  thy  roving  foul  to  teach  ; 

To  wean  thy  heart  from  groveling  views  below, 

And  point  out  blifs  beyond  Misfortune’s  reach? 

P  3 
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To  fhew  that  all  the  flattering  fchemes  of  jo y» 

Which  towering  Hope  fo  fondly  builds  in  air. 

One  fatal  moment  can  aeftroy. 

And  plunge  th’ exulting  Maniac  in  defpair. 

Then  O  !  with  pious  fortitude  fuftain 

Thy  prefent  lofs— —  haply,  thy  future  gain  ; 

Nor  let  thy  Emma  die  in  vain; 

Time  fhall  adminifter  its  wonted  balm, 

And  hufh  this  ftorm  of  grief  to  no  unpleafing  calm. 

Thus  the  poor  bird,  by  fome  difaflrous  fate 
Caught  and  imprifon’d  in  a  lonely  cage. 

Torn  from  its  native  fields,  and  dearer  mate, 

Flutters  awhile,  and  fpends  its  little  rage : 

But,  finding  all  its  efforts  weak  and  vain, 

No  more  it  pants  and  rages  for  the  plain ; 

Moping  awhile,  in  fullen  mood 

Droops  the  fweet  mourner — but,  ere  long, 

Prunes  its  light  wir.gs,  and  pecks  its  food. 

And  meditates  the  fong  : 

Serenely  forrowing,  breathes  its  piteous  cafe, 

And  with  its  plaintive  warblings  faddens  all  the  place. 

Forgive  me.  Heaven - yet - yet  the  tears  will  flow, 

To  think  how  foon  my  fcene  of  blifs  is  paft ! 

My  budding  joys  juft  promifing  to  blow. 

All  nipt  and  wither’d  by  one  envious  blaft  ? 


My 
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My  hours,  that  laughing  wont  to  fleet  away. 

Move  heavily  along ; 

Where’s  now  the  fprightly  jeft,  the  jocund  fong ; 
Time  creeps  unconfcious  of  delight : 

How  fhall  I  cheat  the  tedious  day  ? 

And  O — r-the  joylefs  night ! 

Where  (hall  I  reft  my  weary  head? 

How  (hall  I  find  repofe  on  a  fad  widow’d  bed  ? 

i 

Come,  5  Theban  drug,  the  wretch’s  only  aid, 

To  my  torn  heart  its  former  peace reflore  ; 

Thy  votary  wrapp’d  in  thy  Lethean  (hade. 

Awhile  (hall  ceafe  his  forrows  to  deplore  : 

Haply  when  lock’d  in  Sleep’s  embrace. 

Again  I  (hall  behold  my  Emm  a’s  face  ; 

Again  with  tranfport  hear 
Her  voice  foft  whifpering  in  my  ear  ; 

May  (leal  once  more  a  balmy  kifs. 

And  tafte  at  lead  of  vifionary  blifs. 

But  ah  !  the  unwelcome  morn’s  obtruding  light 
Will  all  my  fhadowy  fchemes  of  blifs  depofe. 

Will  tear  the  dear  illufion  from  my  fight. 

And  wake  me  to  the  fenfe  of  all  my  woes.: 

If  to  the  verdant  fields  I  ftray, 

Alas !  what  pleafures  now  can  thefe  convey  ? 

He? 
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Her  lovely  form  purfues  where-e’er  I  go. 

And  darkens  all  the  fcene  with  woe. 

By  Nature’s  lavilh  bounties  cheat’d  no  more. 
Sorrowing  I  rove 
Thro’  valley,  grot,  and  grove  ; 

Nought  can  their  beauties  or  my  lofs  reftore ; 

No  herb,  no  plant,  can  medicine  my  difeafe. 

And  my  fad  fighs  are  borne  on  every  palling  breeze. 

Sicknefs  and  forrow  hovering  round  my  bed, 

Who  now  with  anxious  haite  lhali  bring  relief. 
With  lenient  hand  fupport  my  drooping  head, 
Alfwagemy  pains,  and  mitigate  my  grief? 
Should  worldly  bufinefs  call  away, 

Who  now  lhali  in  my  abfence  fondly  mourn, 
Count  every  minute  of  the  loitering  day, 

Impatient  for  rpy  quick  return  ? 

Should  aught  my  bofom  difcompofe. 

Who  now  with  fweet  complacent  air. 

Shall  fmooth  the  rugged  brow  of  Care, 

And  foften  aH  my  woes  ? 

Too  faithful  Memory  —  Ceafe,  O  ceafe - - 

How  lhali  I  e’er  regain  my  peace  ? 

(O  to  forget  her) — but  how  vain  each  art, 

Whilft  every  virtue  lives  imprinted  on  my  heart. 

And  thou,  my  little  cherub,  left  behind. 

To  hear  a  father’s  plaints,  to  lharehis  woes. 
When  Reafon’s  dawn  informs  thy  infant  mind. 
And  thy  fweet-hfping  tongue  lhali  alk  the  caufe, 
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How  oft  with  forrow  fhall  mine  eyes  run  o’er. 

When,  twining  round  my  knees,  I  trace 
Thy  mother’s  fmile  upon  thy  face  ? 

How  oft  to  my  full  heart  lhalt  thou  redore 
Sad  memory  of  my  joys— ah  now  no  more  ? 

Ey  bleflings  once  enjoy’d  now  more  diftred. 

More  beggar  by  the  riches  once  potted. 

My  little  darling  ! - dearer  to  me  grown 

By  all  the  tears  thou’d  caus’d - (O  drange  to  hear  ?) 

Bought  with  a  life  yet  dearer  than  thy  own. 

Thy  cradle  purchas’d  with  thy  mother’s  bier : 

Who  now  fhall  feek  with  fond  delight, 

Thy  infant  ftcps  to  guide  aright  ? 

She,  who  with  doating  eyes,  would  gaze 
On  all  thy  little  artlefs  ways, 

By  all  thy  foft  endearments  bled. 

And  clafp  thee  oft  with  tranfport  to  her  bread, 

Alas  !  is  gone - Yet  lhalt  thou  prove 

A  father’s  deared,  tendered  love  : 

And  O  !  fvveet  fenfelefs  fmiler  (envied  date  !) 

As  yet  unconfcious  of  thy  haplefs  fate, 

When  years  thy  judgment  fhall  mature. 

And  Reafon  Ijiews  thofe  ills  it  cannot  cure. 

Wilt  thou,  a  father’s  grief  to  aflwage. 

For  virtue  prove  the  Phoenix  of  the  earth  ? 

(Like  her,  thy  mother  dy’d  to  give  thee  birth) 

And  be  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 
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When  flck  and  Ianguifhing  I  lie, 

Wilt  thou  my  Emma’s  wonted  care  (apply  ? 

And  oft,  as,  to  thy  liftening  ear, 

Thy  mother’s  virtues  and  her  fate  I  tell. 

Say,  wilt  thou  drop  the  tender  tear, 

Whilft  on  the  mournful  theme  I  dwell  ? 

Then,  fondly  healing  to  thy  father’s  fide. 

Whene’er  thou  feed  the  foft  diftrefs. 

Which  I  would  vainly  feek  to  hide. 

Say,  wilt  thou  ftrive  to  makeitlefs  ? 

To  footh  my  forrows  all  thy  cares  employ. 

And  in  my  cup  of  grief  infufe  one  drop  of  joy  ? 
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AN  EVENING  ADDRESS  TO  A  NIGHTINGALE. 

E  Y  THE  SAME. 

SWEET  bird  !  that  kindly  perching  near. 

Poured  thy  plaints  melodious  in  mine  ear. 

Not,  like  bads  worldlings,  tutor’d  to  forego 
The  melancholy  haunts  of  Woe, 

Thanks  for  thy  forrow- Toothing  drain  :  • 

Tor  fuvely,  thou  haft  known  to  proye. 

Like  me,  the  pangs  of  haplefs  love, 

Elfe  why  fo  feelingly  complain. 

And  with  thy  piteous  notes  thus  fadden  all  the  grove  ? 
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Say,  dolt  thou  mourn  thy  ravifh’d  mate, 

That  oft  enamour’d  on  thy  drains  has  hung  ? 

Or  has  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate 
Bereft  thee  of  thy  darling  young  ? 

Alas,  for  both,  I  weep  - — 

In  all  the  pride  of  youthful  charms, 

A  beauteous  bride  torn  from  my  circling  arms ! 

A  lovely  babe  that  (hould  have  liv’d  to  blefs. 

And  fill  my  doating  eyes  with  frequent  tears,- 
At  once  the  fource  of  rapture  and  diftrefs, 

The  flattering  prop  of  my  declining  years ! 

In  vain  from  death  to  refcue  I  eflay’d, 

By  every  art  that  Science  could  devife, 

Alas !  it  languilh’d  for  a  mother’s  aid. 

And  wing’d  its  flight  to  feek  her  in  the  ikies  — — 
Then  O  our  comforts  be  the  fame. 

At  evening’s  peaceful  hour, 

To  fhun  the  noify  paths  of  wealth  and  fame. 

And  breathe  our  forrows  in  this  lonely  bower. 

But  why  alas  !  to  thee  complain  ! 

To  thee - unconfcious  of  my  pain  ! 

Soon  lhalt  thou  ceafe  to  mourn  thy  lot  fevere. 

And  hail  the  dawning  of  a  happier  year  : 

The  genial  warmth  of  joy -renewing  fpring 
Again  {ha’ll  plume  thy  {batter’d  wing  ; 

Again  thy  little  heart  (hall  tranfport  prove, 

Again  {hall  flow  thy  note-,  refponfive  to  thy  love  : 
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Bat  O  for  me  in  vain  may  feafons  roll. 

Nought  can  dry  up  the  fountain  of  my  tears, 

Deploring  Hill  the  comfort  of  my  soul, 

I  count  my  forrows  by  encreafing  years. 

Tell  me,  thou  Syren  Hope,  deceiver,  fay. 

Where  is  the  promis’d  period  of  my  woes  ?  . 

Full  three  long,  lingering  years  have  roll’d  away. 

And  yet  I  weep,  a  ftranger  to  repofe  : 

O  what  delufion^did.thy  tongue  employ  ! 

“  That  Emma's  fatal  pledge  of  love, 

“  Her  laft  bequeft - with' all  a  mother's  care, 

e(  The  bitternefs  of  forrow  fhould  remove, 

“  Soften  the  horrors  of  defpair, 

“  And  chear  a  heart  long  loft  to  joy  !” 

How  oft,  when  fondling  in  mine  arms. 

Gazing  enraptur’d  on  its  angel-face, 

My  foul  the  maze  of  Fate  would  vainly  trace. 

And  burn  with  all  a  father’s  fond  alarms  ! 

And  O  what  flattering  fcenes  had  Fancy  feign’d. 

How  did  I  rave  of  blefiings  yet  in  ftore  ! 

Till  every  aching  fenfe  was  fweeily  pain’d. 

And  my  full  heart  could  bear,  nor  tongue  could  utter 
more. - - 


“  juft  Heaven,  I  cry’d” - with  recent  hopes  elate, 

“  Yet  I  will  live — will  live,  tho’  Emma’s  dead — - 
«  So  long  bow’d  down  beneath  the  florins  of  Fate, 

“  Yet  will  I  raife  my  woe-dejedled  head  ! 
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“  My  little  Emma,  now  my  all,  -,T 

“  Will  want  a  father’s  care, 

I'  Her  loots,  her  wants  my  ralh  refolves  recal, 

“  And  for  her  fake  the  ills  of  life  J’il  bear: 

“  And  oft  together  we’ll  complain, 

,f  Complaint,  the  only  bliE  my  foul  can  know, 

“  From  me,  my  child  fhall  learn  the  mournful  drain, 

“  And  prattle  tales  of  wee  ; 

“  And  O  in  that  aufpicious  hour, 

“  When  Fate  refigns  her  perfecuting  power, 

“  With  duteous  zeal  her  hand  fhall  clofe, 

“  No  more  to  weep — my  forrovv-ftreaming  eyes, 

“  When  death  gives  mifery  repofe, 

««  And  opes  a  glorious  paflage  to  the  fkies. 

Va"n  thought !  it  mud  not  be  ■■-■-  ■She  too  is  dead— 

The  flattering  feene  is  o’er - 

My  hopes  for  ever - ever  fled— — • 

And  vengeance  can  no  more— 

Crulh’d  by  misfortune — blafted  by  difeafe- — - 

And  none - none  left  to  bear  a  friendly  part  S 

To  meditate  my  welfare,  health,  or  eafe. 

Or  footh  the  anguifh  of  an  aching  heart! 

^Jow  all  one  gloomy  feene,  till  welcome  death, 

With  lenient  hand  (O  falfly  deem’d  fevere) 

Shall  kindly  flop  my  grief-exhaufted  breath, 

And  dry  up  every  tear  : 

Perhaps, 
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Perhaps,  obfequious  to  my  will, 

But  ah  !  from  my  affections  far  remov’d  ! 

The  laft  fad  office  firangers  may  fulfil, 

As  if  I  ne’er  had  been  belov'd  ; 

As  if,  unconfcious  of  poetic  fire, 

I  ne’er  had  touch’d  the  trembling  lyre, 

As  if  my  niggard  hand  ne’er  dealt  relief. 

Nor  my  heart  melted  at  another’s  grief. 

Yet — - while  this  weary  life  fhall  laft. 

While  yet  my  tongue  can  form  the  impaffion’d  ftrain, 

In  piteous  accents  fhall  the  Mufe  complain, 

And  dwell  with  fond  delay  on  bleffings  paft  : 

For  O  how  grateful  to  a  wounded  heart. 

The  tale  of  mifery  to  impart  ! 

From  others’  eyes  bid  artlefs  forrows  flow. 

And  raife  efteem  upon  the  bafe  of  woe  ! 

Even  HE1,  the  nobleft  of  the  tuneful  throng, 

Shall  deign  my  love  lorn  tale  to  hear, 

Shall  catch  the  foft  contagion  of  my  fong, 

And.  pay  my  penfive  Mufe  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 


i  Lord  Lyttelton, 


Y  H  E 
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THE  DEATH  OF  ARACHNE, 

AN  HERO  X-G  OMI-THC  I  C-P  OEM. 

TH  E  Ihrinking  brooks  and  ruflet  meads  complain’d 
That  Summer’s  tyrant,  fervid  Sirius,  reign’d  ; 

Full  weft  the  fun  from  heaven  defcending  rode. 

And  fix  the  fhadow  on  the  dial  Ihow’d. 

Philo,  tho’  young,  to  muling  much  inclin’d, 

A  lhamelefs  floven,  in  his  gown  had  din’d. 

From  table  fneaking  with  a  fheepiih  face, 

Before  the  circle  was  difmifs’d  with  grace. 

And  fmoaking  now,  his  defic  with -books  o’erfpread. 

Thick  clouds  of  incenfe  roll  around  his  head  : 

His  head,  which  fave  a  quarter’s  growth  of  hair. 

His  woollen  cap  long  fince  fcratch’d  off,  was  bare : 

His  beard  three  days  had  grown,  of  golden  hue. 

Black  was  his  (hirr,  uncomely  to  the  view  j 
Crofs-legg’d  he  fat,  and  his  ungartered  hofe 
Of  each  lean  limb  half  hide,  and  half  expofe  ; 

His  cheek  he  lean’d  upon  his  hand  ;  below 
His  nut-brown  flipper  hung  upon  his  toe. 

Now  with  abftrafted  flight  he  climbs  apace. 

High  and  more  high,  through  pure  unbounded  /pace  ; 

Now 
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Now  mere  privation  fails  the  wings  of  thought, 

He  drops  down  headlong  through  the  vaft  of  nought  1 
A  friendly  vapour  Mathefis  fupplies. 

Born  on  the  furging  fmoak  he  joys  to  rife  ; 

Matter  thro’  modes  and  qualities  purfues. 

Now  caught,  entranc’d  its  naked  elfence  views; 

Now  wakes  ;  the  vifion  fading  from  his  fight 
Leaves  doubts  behind,  the  mills  of  mental  night.: 
Exifting  not,  but  poflible  alone. 

He  deems  all  fubftance,  and  fufpe£ts  his  own  ; 

Like  wave  by  wave  impell’d,  now  queftions  roll — — 
Does  foul  in  ought  fubfift,  or  all  in  foul  ? 

Is  fpace,  extenfion,  nothing  but  a  name. 

And  mere  idea  Nature’s  mighty  frame  ? 

All  power,  all  forms,  to  intellect  confin’d  : 

Place,  agent,  fubjeft,  inftrument  combin’d  ? 

Is  fpirit  diverfe,  yet  from  number  free. 

Conjoin’d  by  harmony  in  unity  ? — 

Truth’s  fpotlefs  white  what  piercing  eye  defcries, 
When  the  ray  broken  takes  Opinion’s  dyes  ! — > 

In  vain  now  Philo  feeks  the  facred  light, 

In  Chaos  plung'd,  where  embryo  fyftems  fight. 

In  this  dark  hour,  unnotic’d,  Cloe  came, 

Kis  itudy-door  admits  the  lhining  dame  ; 

With  Nature’s  charms  fire  join’d  the  charms  of  art, 
Wife  of  his  choice,  and  mifirefs  of  his  heart ; 

What  on  her  head  Ihe  wore,  eredt  and  high, 
Unaam’d  above,  is  call’d  on  earth  a  fly ; 
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In  wanton  ringlets  her  fair  treffes  fell, 

Her  breails  beneath  tranfparent  muflin  fwell ; 

Studded  with  flaming  gems  a  buckle  bound 
Th’  embroidered  zone  her  flender  waill:  around  ; 
Thence  to  her  feet  a  vaft  rotund  difplay’d 
The  mingling  colours  of  the  rich  brocade  ; 

This  aiding  fancy,  blending  fhame  and  pride. 

Inflames  with  beauties  it  was  meant  to  hide  : 

With  carelefs  eafe  the  Nymph  firft  fnapp’d  her  fan. 
Roll'd  round  her  radiant  eyes,  and  thus  began; 

“  How  canft  thou,  Philo,  here  delight  to  fit, 

“  Immers’d  in  learning,  naltinefs,  and  wit  ? 

“  Clean  from  the  cheft,  where  various. odours  breathe, 
“  And  dying  rofes  their  lall  fweets  bequeath, 

“  A  fhirt  for  thee,  by  my  command,  the  maid 
“  Three  hours  ago  before  the  fire  difplay’d  ; 

“  The  barber,  waiting  to  renew  thy  face, 

“  Holds  thy  wig  powder’d  in  the  pafte-board  cafe  ; 

“  Thy  filken  breeches,  and  thy  hofe  of  thread, 

“  Coat,  waiftcoat,  all,  lie  ready  on  the  bed. 

“  Renounce  that  odious  pipe,  this  filthy  cell, 

“  Where  filence,  dull,  and  pagan  authors  dwell  : 

“  Come  !  fhall  the  ladies  wait  in  vain  for  thee  ? 

“  Come  !  tafte  with  us  the  charms  of  mirth  and  tea.” 

As  Philo  heard  confus’d  the  filver  found. 

His  foul  emerges  from  the  dark  profound. 

On  the  bright  vifion  full  he  turn’d  his  eyes ; 

Touch’d,  as  he  gaz’d,  with  pleafure  and  furpfize, 
Vol,  III.  Q 
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The  firft  faint  dawnings  of  a  fmile  appear’d, 

And  now  in  acl  to  fpeak,  he  ftrok’d  his  beard. 

When  from  a  fhelf  juft  o’er  the  fair  one’s  head, 

Down  dropt  Arachne  by  the  vifcous  thread. 

Eack  ftarts  the  Nymph,  with  terror  and  difmay, 

“  The  Spider  !  oh  !” — w:as  all  that  (he  could  fay. 

At  this  the  Sage  refum’d  the  look  fevere, 
c'  Renounce,  with  woman’s  folly,  woman’s  fear  !”. 

He  faid,  and  careful  to  the  fhelf  convey’d 
The  haplefs  rival  of  the  blue-ey’d  maid. 

Th’  enormous  deed  aftonilh’d  Cloe  view’d. 

And  rage  the  crimfon  on  her  cheek  renew’d. 

“  Muftthen,  faid  fhe,  fuch  hideous  vermin  crawl 
“  Indulg’d,  protected,  o’er  the  cobwebb’d  wall  ? 

“  Deftroy  her  quickly— here  her  life  I  claim, 

“  If  not  for  love  or  decency,  for  ftiame.” 

“  Shame  be  to  guilt,  replies  the  man  of  thought, 

“  To  flaves  of  cuftom,  ne’er  by  reafon  taught, 

“  Who  fpare  no  life  that  touches  not  their  own, 

“  By  fear  their  cruelty  reftrain’d  alone. 

“  No  blamelefs  infeft  lives  its  deftin’d  hour, 

“  Caught  in  the  murdering  vortex  of  their  power. 

**  For  me,  the  virtues  of  the  mind  I  learn 

From  fage  Arachne,  for  whofe  life  you  burn  ; 

**  From  her,  when  bufy  all  the  fummer’s  day 
“  She  weaves  the  curious  woof  that  fnares  her  prey, 

“  I  learn  fair  induftry  and  art  to  prize, 

<\  Admiring  Nature  providently  wife, 

“  Who, 
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c  Who,  tho’  her  bounty  unexhaufted  flows, 

“  Not  daily  bread  on  idlenefs  bellows. 

“  Arachne,  ftill  fuperior  to  defpair, 

“  Reftores  with  art  what  accidents  impair, 

“  The  thoafandth  time  the  broken  thread  renews, 

“  And  one  great  end  with  fortitude  purfues  ; 

“  To  me  her  toil  is  ne’er  renew’d  in  vain, 

‘‘  Taught  what  the  wife  by  perfeverance  gain, 

“  Warm’d  by  example  to  the  glorious  ftrife, 

“  And  taught  to  conquer  in  the  fight  of  life. 

“  When  now  with  reft  amidft  her  labours  crown’d, 
*'  She  watchful,  patient,  eyes  the  circle  round, 

“  I  learn,  when  toil  has  well  deferv’d  fuccefs, 

“  Hope’s  placid,  calm,  expe&ance  topofiefs, 

“  With  care  to  watch,  with  patience  ftill  to  wait 
“  The  golden  moment,  tho*  delay’d  by  Fate.’* 
Impatient  Cloe  thus  again  replied  ; 

How  foon  is  error  thro’  each  veil  defcried  ! 

“  Still  boafting  Reafon’s  power,  how  weak  are  we  1 
“  How  blind,  alas  !  to  all  we  would  not  fee  ! 

“  Elfe  how  could  Philo,  in  a  Spider’s  caufe, 

“  Talk  thus  of  mercy  with  deferv’d  applaufe  ? 

“  Or  call  aught  virtuous  induftry  and  (kill, 

“  Exerted  only  to  furprize  and  kill  ? 

“  The  blamelefs  infeft,  whom  no  murder  feeds, 

“  For  her,  the  victim  of  her  cunning,  bleeds ; 

“  Cunning!  which  when  to  wifdom  we  compare, 

“  Is  but  to  her,  to  men  what  monkeys  are,” 

QjZ  “ 
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c<  Hold!  Philo  cries,  and  know,  the  fame  decree 
e‘  Gave  her  the  fly,  which  gives  the  lamb  to  thee  ; 
“  Or  why  thofe  wings  adapted  to  the  fnare, 

“  Why  interceptive  hangs  the  net  in  air  ? 

6*  As  plain  in  thefe  the  precept,  “  kill  and  eat,’" 

“  As  in  thy  {kill  to  carve  the  living  treat.” 

To  this,  fhe  cries,  “  Perfuade  me,  if  you  can, 

“  Man’s  lord  of  all,  and  all  was  made  for  man.” 

“  Vain  thought!  the  child  of  ignorance  and  pride !” 
Difdainful  fmiling,  quickly  he  replied  ; 

“  Toman,  vain  reptile  !  tell  me  of  what  ufe 
“  Are  all  that  Afric’s  peopled  waftes  produce  ? 

“  The  namelefs  monfters  of  the  fvvarming  feac, 

“  The  pigmy  nations  wafted  on  the  breeze  ? 

“  The  happy  myriads,  by  his  eyes  unfeen, 

< «  That  balk  in  flowers,  and  quicken  all  the  green  ? 
‘‘  Why  live  thefe  numbers  bleft  in  Nature’s  flate  ? 

**  Why  lives  this  fpider  objett  of  thy  hate  ? 

‘‘  Why  man  ?  but  life  in  common  to  polfefs, 

“  Wide  to  diffufe  the  ftream  of  happinefs  j 
“  Bleft  ftream  !  the  o’erflowing  of  the  parent  mind, 
“  Great  without  pride,  and  without  weaknefs  kind.” 

With  downcaft  eyes,  and  flghs,  and  modeft  air, 
Thus  in  foflt  founds  replied  the  wily  fair  : 

“  This  fatal  fubtilty  thy  books  impart 
4‘  To  baffle  truth,  when  unfuftain’d  by  art ; 

“  For  this,  when  Cloe  goes  at  twelve  to  bed, 

“  Till  three  you  fit  in  converfe  with  the  dead  : 
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•*  No  wonder  then,  in  vain  my  fkill’s  employ’d 
“  To  prove  it  belUthat  vermin  be  deftroy’d — 

“  But  tho’  you  proudly  triumph  o’er  my  fex, 
it  Joy  to  confute,  and  reafon  but  to  vex, 

“  Yet,  if  you  lov'd  me,  to  oblige  your  wife, 

“  What  could  you  lefs  !  you’d  take  a  fpider’s  life. 

“  Once  to  prevent  my  wilhes  Philo  flew, 

“  But  Time  that  alters  all,  has  alter’d  you. 

Yet  ftill  unchang’d  poor  Cloe’slove  remains  ; 

Thefe  tears  my  vvitnefs,  which  your  pride  difdains; 
Thefe  tears,  at  once  my  witnefs  and  relief.” 

Here  paus’d  the  fair,  all  eloquent  in  grief. 

He,  who  had  often,  and  alone,  o’erturn’d 
Witlings,  and  fophifts,  when  his  fury  burn’d. 

Now  yields  to  love  the  fortrefs  of  his  foul : 

His  eyes  with  vengeance  on  Arachne  roll  : 

“  Curs’d  wretch,  thou  poifonous  quintefience  of  ill, 

“  Thofe  precious  drops,  unpunifli’d,  fhalt  thou  fpill  ?” 
He  faid,  and  Hooping,  from  his  foot  he  drew. 

Black  as  his  purpofe,  what  was  once  a  flioe  ; 

Now,  high  in  air  the  fatal  heel  afcends, 

Reafon’s  laft  effort  now  the  ftroke  fufpends ; 

In  doubt  he  flood — when,  breath'd  from  Cloe’s  breaft, 
A  fti  uggling  figh  her  inward  grief  expreft. 

Fir’d  by  the  found,  “Die,  forcerefs,  die,”  he  cried, 
And  to  his  arm  his  utmoft  ftrength  applied  : 

Qrufh’d  falls  the  foe,  one  complicated  wound. 

And  the  fmote  lhelf  returns  ajarring  found. 
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On  Ida’s  top  thus  Venus  erft  prevail’d. 

When  all  the  fapience  of  Minerva  fail’d  : 

Thus  to  like  arts  a  prey,  as  poets  tell. 

By  Juno  lov’d  in  vain,  great  Dido  fell. 

And  thus  for  ever  Beauty  lhall  controul 
The  faint’s,  the  fage’s,  and  the  hero’s  foul. 

But  Jove  with  hate  beheld  th’  atrocious  deed. 
And  Vengeance  follows  with  tremendous  fpeed  ; 

In  Philo’s  mind  Ihe  quench’d  the  ray  that  fir’d 
With  love  of  fcience,  and  with  verfe  infpir’d. 
Expung'd  at  once  the  philofophic  theme. 

All  fages  think,  and  all  that  poets  dream  ; 

Yields  him  thus  chang’d  a  vaflal  to  the  fair  i 
And  forth  Ihe  leads  him  with  a  vidtor’s  air  : 

Dreft  to  her  wifh,  he  mixes  with  the  gay. 

As  much  a  trifle,  and  as  vain  as  they  j 
To  fix  their  power,  and  rivet  fall  the  chain. 

They  lead  where  Pleafure  fpreads  her  foft  domain  ; 
Where,  drown’d  in  mufic  Reafon’s  hoarfer  call. 
Love  fmiles  triumphant  in  thy  groves,  Vaux-hall; 


STUDLEY, 
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S  T  U  D  L  E  Y. 

TO  MISS  B—  F-— . 

NO  R  Phoebus,  nor  his  tuneful  choir. 

To  notes  poetic  wake  my  firing  : 

A  mortal  Mufe  demands  my  lyre, 

O,  were  flie  prefent  while  l  fing ! 

To  foar  aloft,  beyond  the  ken 
Of  human  eyes,  let  others  boaft : 

’Tis  Betsy  that  dire&s  my  pen  ; 

My  verfe,  not  feen  by  her,  were  loft. 

No  longer  prate,  ye  critics  vain, 

That  poets  are  not  made,  but  born  : 

If  Betsy  fmile  upon  the  ftrain. 

Your  cenfure’s  keeneft  lalh  I  fcorn. 

Yet  were  my  creeping  Mufe  to  foar. 

Sure  Reafon’s  good  might  ftill  be  given  : 
Studley  was  Paiadife  before  ; 

But  Betsy’s  prefence  made  it  heaven,— 
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O  for  a  quill  pluck’d  from  the  eagle-wing 
Of  bright  Imagination,  firft  of  Powers  ! 

Then  might  my  earth-born  Mufe  afpire  to  fing 

Strains  not  unworthy  Studley’s  charming  bowers. 

Come,  Nymph,  and  with  thee,  Memory,  kind  maid. 
The  fweet  remembrancer  of  pleafures  pad  : 

How  there  with  Betsy  hand  in  hand  I  llray’d. 

Ay  me,  fuch  pleafures  were  too  great  to  lad  ! 

She  comes,  foe  comes  !  enthron’d  in  F - — ’s  eyes. 

She  deigns  to  fmile  on  fuch  a  wretch  as  me  : 

Her  fodering  art  its  kindly  aid  fupplies, 

And  from  grofs  film  my  vifual  nerve  fets  free. 

Condufl  me,  Goddefs,  to  that  bled  retreat. 

In  union  fair,  where  all  the  Gracesjoin  ; 

Where  Elegance  has  fix’d  her  beft-lov’d  feat. 

And  Tafte  and  Nature  every  power  combine. 

And  lo  !  the  Park  fird  opens  to  the  view  ! 

Mark  well  its  verdant  hills,  its  flowery  dells  : 

Not  Windfor-forefl  nobler  fcenes  canfoew  ; 

Not  Stowe,  where  Cobham  dwelt,  where  Temple  dwells, 

The  curious  eye,  intranc’d  in  wonder,  fees 

Here  gurgling  flreamlets  tremble  thro’  the  foade  ; 

Here  nimble  fquirrels  gambol  in  the  trees, 

There  bounding  fawns  trip  wanton  thro’  the  glade. 

.  Look 
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Look  back  on  Rippon’s  venerable  pile  ! 

There  cloiftered  Monks  their  nightly  vefpers  fung. 
While  thro’  thefolemn,  gloomy,  Gothic  aile. 

The  hollow  vaults  refponfive  echoes  rung. 

See  Hopes  on  Hopes  th’  enchanting  profpeQ  bound. 
Nor  knows  the  dubious  Fancy  where  to  reft  : 

New  fweets  invite  above,  below,  around  ; 

Giddy  with  rapture.  Hie  fcarce  feels  Ihe’s  bleH. 

The  gates  fly  ope  !  Elyfium  Hands  confeft. 

And  burfls  upon  us  in  a  blaze  of  charms  ; 

E'en  fuch  a  trznfport  throbs  in  Damon’s  bread, 

Wrhen  yielding  Chloe  melts  into  his  arms. 

No  more,  ye  gaudy  poets,  deck  with  flowers 
Your  fairy  gardens  on  the  Weflern  Ihore, 

Or  add  frefh  bloom  to  fam’d  Alcinous’  bowers  ; 

Vain  Greece,  thy  fabled  Tempe  boaft  no  more. 

Whate’er  creation  form’d,  or  rules  could  frame. 
Refin’d  or  Ample,  natural  or  new, 

Compound  together.  Can  it  need  a  name  ? 

View  Studley’s  lawns,  and  own  the  pifture  true. 

Where  to  begin  ?  where  end  ?  the  labouring  foul, 
LoH  and  bewilder’d  in  a  world  of  fweets, 

Vainly  attempts  at  once  to  grafp  the  whole  ; 

Such  various  joy  its  various  fenfes  greets. 


Ambrofial 
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Ambroftal  fcents  the  ravifh’d  fmell  regale  ; 

Each  fhrub  around  a  balmy  odour  flings  : 

Such  as  Arabia’s  fpicy  groves  exhale, 

Wafted  by  Zephyrs  on  their  rofy  wings. 

The  birds  falute  us  with  their  artlefs  notes. 

The  bullinch,  linnet,  nightingale,  and  thrufh  ; 

Wild  harmony,  {train'd  thro’  a  thoufand  throats. 

Trills  in  each  tree,  and  dies  in  every  bufh. 

t 

Proud  to  adorn  the  pendent  {hades  it  laves, 

Seeft  thou  that  lake  its  heaving  bofom  fwell  ? 

In  headlong  {heets  pour  its  enamour’d  waves, 

Ainidli  fuch  beauties  well  content  to  dwell  ? 

But  other  waves  to  other  waves  fucceed, 

Courfing  each  other  to  the  feat  they  love  ; 

With  eager  hafte  they  glide  along  the  mead. 

And  murmuring  firuggle  thro’  the  grot  above. 

Retir’d  from  publick  haunt  one  u  ftru&ure  Hands, 
Sacred  to  Comus  and  his  feftive  train  ; 

Where  genial  Freedom  unreftrain’d  commands, 

Where  none  are  Grangers  deem’d  but  Care  and  Paini 

All  elegance  and  eafe,  without,  within. 

They  bid  defiance  to  the  frowns  of  Fate  ; 

Nor  care  what  man  goes  out,  or  who  comes  in. 
Whirl’d  in  the  topfy-turvy  wheel  of  Hate. 

B  The  Banqueting- houfe. 


Climb 
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Climb  we  yon  lofty  fummit,  crown’d  with  wood. 
The  quivering  poplar,  the  wide-branching  oak. 
The  taper  fir,  the  a(h,  for  all  things  good. 

Long  may  they,  long  defy  the  woodman’s  ftroke. 

Here  reft  we  then — and  each  way  turn  our  eyes  ; 

No  where  our  eyes  an  empty  chafm  can  find  ; 
Domes,  temples,  obelifks  at  each  point  arife  ; 

We  half  forget  the  wonders  left  behind. 

Objefls  at  every  point  our  fight  invade. 

Yet  the  keen  judgment  finds  not  where  to  chide  : 
Aislabie  ftill  calls  Nature  to  his  aid. 

Nor  makes  a  facrifice  of  fenfe  to  pride. 

But  can  we  then  that  ruined,  reverend  x  tower. 
Leave  undiftinguifh’d  ’midft  the  common  throng. 
There  many  a  hoary  devotee  of  yore 
Awak’d  the  fky-lark  with  his  early  fong. 

What  tho’  the  lazy  bat  and  fcreech  owl  dire 
Reign  foie  poflefiors  of  the  gloomy  fane  ? 

Souls  once  were  there,  in  whom  poetic  fire 
Beat  in  each  pulfe,  and  glow’d  in  every  vein. 

Obferve  its  mouldering  bafe  and  mofs-grown  head 
Threaten  its  final  difiolution  nigh  1 
To  man  what  better  lefl'on  can  be  read  ? 

What  moralift  can  better  teach  to  die  ? 

u  Fountain’s  Abbey, 


Ah 
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Ah  1  let  us,  ere  the  fatal  die  be  caff. 

Think  well  (/or  furely  one  day  think  tve  mud) 
That  ftately  Studley’s  pride  mud  fall  at  laft, 

And  lovely  Betsy’s  form  fubmit  to  dult  f 
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AN  ODE. 

B  Y  S— - L  I— — N,  L.  L.  D. 

STERN  Winter  now  by  Spring  reprefs’d , 
Forbears  the  long- continued  llrifc, 

And  Nature  on  her  naked  break 
Delights  to  catch  the  gales  of  Life. 

Now,  o’er  the  rural  kingdom-  roves 
Soft  Pleafure,  with  her  laughing  train. 

Love  warbles  in  the  vocal  groves, 

And  Vegetation  plants  the  plain. 

Unhappy  !  whom  to  beds  of  pain 
y  Arthritic  Tyranny  configns. 

Whom  foiling  Nature  courts  in  vain, 

Tho’  Rapture  fogs,  and  Beauty  fliines. 

t  The  author  being  ill  of  the  gout. 


Yet 
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Yet  tho1  my  limbs  Difeafe  invades, 

Her  wings  Imagination  tries, 

And  bears  me  to  the  peaceful  lhades. 

Where  — ’s  humble  turrets  rife. 

Here  flop,  my  Soul,  thy  rapid  flight. 

Nor  from  the  pleafing  groves  depart. 

Where  firll  great  Nature  charm’d  my  fight. 

Where  Wifdom  firll  inform’d  my  heart. 

Here  let  me  thro’  the  vales  purfue 
A  guide,  a  father,  and  a  friend  ; 

Once  more  great  Nature’s  work  renew. 

Once  more  on  Wifidom’s  voice  attend. 

From  falfe  careffes,  caufelefs  ftrife, 

Wild  hope,  vain  fear,  alike  remov’d  ; 

Here  let  me  learn  the  ufe  of  life, 

When  belt  enjoy’d,  when  moll  improv’d. 

Teach  me,  thou  venerable  bower. 

Cool  Meditation’s  quiet  feat. 

The  generous  fcorn  of  venal  power. 

The  filent  grandeur  of  retreat. 

When  Pride  by  guilt  to  greatnefs  climbs, 

Or  raging  Factions  rulh  to  war  ; 

Here  let  me  learn  to  fliun  the  crimes 
1  can’t  prevent,  and  will  not  lhare. 

But 
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But,  left  I  fall  by  fubtler  foes. 

Bright  Wifdom,  teach  me  Curio’s  art* 
The  fwellmg  paffions  to  compofe, 

And  quell  the  rebels  of  the  heart. 


THE  MIDSUMMER  WISH. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

O  Phoebus  ?  down  the  weftern  flcy 

Far  hence  diffufe  thy  burning  ray. 
Thy  light  to  diftant  worlds  fupply. 

And  wake  them  to  the  cares  of  day. 

Come,  gentle  Eve,  the  friend  of  Care, 
Come,  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  night  ! 
Refrefh  me  with  a  cooling  breeze. 

And  chear  me  with  a  lambent  light. 

Lay  me  where  o’er  the  verdant  ground 
Her  living  carpet  Nature  fpreads  ; 

Where  the  green  bower,  with  rofes  crown’d. 
In  ihowersits  fragrant  foliage  Iheds. 


Improve 
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Improve  the  peaceful  hour  with  wine,’ 

Let  mufic  die  along  the  grove  ; 

Around  the  bowl  let  myrtles  twine. 

And  every  ftrain  be  tun’d  to  Love. 

Come,  Stella,  queen  of  all  my  heart  ! 
Come,  born  to  fill  its  vaft  defires  ! 

Thy  looks  perpetual  joys  impart, 

Thy  voice  perpetual  love  infpires. 

While,  all  my  wifh  and  thine  complete, 

By  turns  we  languifh,  and  we  burn. 

Let  fighing  gales  our  fighs  repeat. 

Our  murmurs  murmuring  brooks  return. 

Let  me,  when  Nature  calls  to  reft. 

And  blnfhing  fkies  the  morn  foretell. 

Sink  on  the  down  of  Stella’s  breaft, 
And  bid  the  waking  world  farewell. 


A  U  T  V  M  X 
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AUTUMN:  AN  ODE, 

B  V  THE  SAME, 

ALAS!  with  fwift  and  filent  pace 
Impatient  Time  rolls  on  the  year, 

The  Seafons  change,  and  Nature’s  face 
Now  fsveetly  (miles,  now  frowns  fevere. 

’Twas  Spring,  ’twas  Summer,  all  was  gay. 

Now  Autumn  bends  a  cloudy  brow. 

The  flowers  of  Spring  are  fwept  away, 

And  Summer  fruits  defert  the  bough. 

The  verdant  leaves  that  play’d  on  high. 

And  wanton’d  on  the  weftern  breeze, 

Now  trod  in  dufl,  neglected  lie. 

As  Boreas  (trips  the  bending  trees. 

The  fields  that  wav’d  with  golden  grain. 

As  rufiet  heaths  are  wild  and  bare  ; 

Not  moifl  with  dew,  but  drench’d  in  rain  ; 

Nor  Health,  nor  Pleafure,  wanders  there. 


No 
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No  more,  while  thro’  the  midnight  (hade. 
Beneath  the  moon’s  pale  orb  I  (tray, 

Soft  plealing  woes  my  heart  invade. 

As  Progne  pours  the  melting  lay. 

From  this  capricious  clime  (lie  foars, 

O  !  would  Come  God  but  wings  fupply  ! 

To  where  each  morn  the  Spring  rettores. 
Companion  of  her  flight  I’d  fly. 

Vain  wifh  !  me  Fate  compels  to  bear 
The  downward  Seafon’s  iron  reign, 

Compels  to  breathe  polluted  air. 

And  fhiverona  blafted  plain. 

What  blifs  to  life  can  Autumn  yield, 

If  glooms,  and  (bowers,  and  (forms  prevail. 

And  Ceres  flies  the  naked  field. 

And  flowers,  and  fruits,  and  Phoebus  fail  ? 

Oh  1  what  remains,  what  lingers  yet 
To  cheer  me  in  the  darkening  hour  ? 

The  Grape  remains  1  the  friend  of  Wit, 

In  Love  and  Mirth  of  mighty  power. 

Hafte,  prefs  the  clutters*  fill  the  bowl — - 
Apollo  !  (hoot  thy  parting  ray  ; 

This  gives  the  funfliine  of  the  foul, 

This,  God  of  Health,  and  Verfe,  and  Day. 

Vol.  III.  R 


Sail 


Still,  ftill,  the  jocund  ftrain  fhall  flow. 
The  pulfe  with  vigorous  rapture  beat ; 
My  Stella  with  new  charms  fhall  glow. 
And  every  blifs  in  wine  fhall  meet. 
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WINTER:  AN  ODE, 

BY  THE  SAME. 

NO  more  the  morn  with  tepid  rays 

Unfolds  the  flower  of  various  hue  * 

Noon  fpreads  no  more  the  genial  blaze. 

Nor  gentle  eve  dillills  the  dew. 

The  lingering  hours  prolong  the  night, 

Ufurping  Darknefs  fhares  the  day. 

Her  mills  rellrain  the  force  of  light, 

And  Phcebus  holds  a  doubtful  fway. 

By  gloomy  twilight  half  reveal’d. 

With  fighs  we  view  the  hoary  hill. 

The  leaflefs  wood,  the  naked  field. 

The  fnow-topt  cott,  the  frozen  rill. 
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No  mufic  warbles  thro’  the  grove. 

No  vivid  colours  paint  the  plain  ; 

No  more  with  devious  fteps  I  rove 

Thro’  verdant  paths  now  fought  in  vairt. 

Aloud  the  driving  tempeft  roars, 

Congeal’d,  impetuous  fhowers  defcend; 
Hade,  clofe  the  window,  bar  the  doors. 

Fate  leaves  me  Stella,  and  a  friend. 

In  Nature’s  aid  let  Art  fupply 
With  light  and  heat  my  little  fphere  ; 
Rouze,  rouze  the  fire,  and  pile  it  high. 

Light  up  a  conllellation  here. 

Let  Mufic  found  the  voice  of  joy  ! 

Or  Mirth  repeat  the  jocund  tale  ; 

Let  Love  his  wanton  wiles  employ. 

And  o’er  the  Seafon  Wine  prevail. 

Yet  Time  Life’s  dreary  Winter  brings, 

When  Mirth’s  gay  tale  lhall  pleafe  no  more. 
Nor  Mufic  charm,  tho’  Stella  fings. 

Nor  Love  nor  Wine  the  Spring  reltore. 

Catch  then,  O  !  catch  the  tranfient  hour, 
Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies ; 

Life’s  a  lhort  Summer,  man  a  flower. 

He  dies !  alas !  how  foon  he  dies  1 
R  z 


THE 
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THE  WINTER’S  WALK, 


BY  THE  SAME. 

BEHOLD,  my  fair,  where’er  we  rove. 
What  dreary  profpe&s  round  us  rife  ; 

The  naked  hill,  the  leaflefs  grove, 

The  hoary  ground,  the  frowning  Ikies ! 

Nor  only  thought  the  wafted  plain, 

Stern  Winter,  in  thy  force  confefs’d  ; 

Still  wider  fpreads  thy  horrid  reign, 

I  feel  thy  power  ufurp  my  breaft. 

Enlivening  Hope  and  fond  Defire 
Refign  the  heart  to  Spleen  and  Care.; 

Scarce  frighted  Love  maintains  her  fire, 

And  Rapture  faddens  to  Defpair. 

In  groundlefs  hope,  and  caufelefs  fear, 
Unhappy  man  !  behold  thy  doom. 

Still  changing  with  the  changeful  year. 

The  Have  of  funfhine  and  of  gloom. 


Tir’d 
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Tir’d  with  vain  joys,  and  falfe  alarms. 

With  mental  and  corporeal  ftrife  ; 

Snatch  me,  my  Stella,  to  thy  arms, 

And  fcreen  me  from  the  ills  of  Life. 

•9COO9i3OOO5OOO9OOOO?OPaOOOOOOOC3OO9OO30OOOOCCOOOO9OOOO9OO0*OC00OOPOO0OW9OO  009009099099 9C9OO09OC$9* 

A  SONG. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

NO  T  the  foft  fighs  of  vernal  gales, 

The  fragrance  of  the  flowery  vales. 

The  murmurs  of  the  chryllal  rill. 

The  vocal  grove,  the  verdant  hill ^ 

Not  all  their  charms,  tho’  all  unite, 

Can  touch  my  bofom  with  delight. 

Not  all  the  gems  on  India’s  fliore. 

Not  all  Peru’s  unbounded  (lore. 

Not  all  the  power,  nor  all  the  fame. 

That  heroes,  kings,  or  poets  claim ; 

Nor  knowledge  which  the  learn’d  approve. 

To  form  one  wiih  my  foul  can  move. 

Yet  Nature’s  charms  allure  my  eyes, 

And  knowledge,  wealth,  and  fame  I  prize  ; 

*  3 


Fame 
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Fame,  wealth,  and  knowledge  I  obtain, 

Nor  feek  I  Nature’s  charms  in  vain  ; 

In  lovely  Stella  all  combine, 

And,  lovely  Stella  !  thou  art  mine. 

.  J.„ J _ !_  J . !  _ _  !  j  j.l^ 
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AN  EVENING  ODE. 

TO  STELLA. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

EVENING  now,  from  purple  wings. 

Sheds  the  grateful  gifts  (he  brings  ; 

Brilliant  drops  bedeck  the  mead, 

Cooling  breezes  (hake  the  reed  ; 

Shake  the  reed,  and  curl  the  dream 
Silver’d  o’er  with  Cynthia's  beam  ; 

Near  the  checquer’d,  lonely  grove. 

Hears  and  keeps  thy  fecrets,  Love. 

Stella,  thither  let  us  dray  1 
Lightly  o’er  the  dewy  way, 

Phoebus  drives  his  burning  car. 

Hence,  my  lovely  Stella,  far  ; 

In  his  dead,  the  Queen  of  night 
Round  us  pours  a  lambent  light  ; 

Lighc» 
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Light,  that  ferves  but  juft  to  Ihew 
Breads  that  beat,  and  cheeks  that  glow  ; 

Let  us  now,  in  whifper’d  joy. 

Evening’s  filent  hours  employ. 

Silence  beft,  and  confcious  ihades 
Pleafe  the  hearts  that  Love  invades. 

Other  pleafures  give  them  pain. 

Lovers  all  but  Love  difdain. 
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THE  NATURAL  BEAUTY. 

TO  STELLA. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WHETHER  Stella’s  eyes  are  found 
Fix’d  on  earth,  or  glancing  round. 

If  her  face  with  pleafure  glow. 

If  fhe  figh  at  others  woe, 

If  her  eafy  air  exprefs 
Confcious  worth,  or  foft  diftrefs, 

Stella’s  eyes,  and  air,  and  face. 

Charm  with  undiminiih’d  grace. 

If  on  her  we  fee  difplay’d 
Pendant  gems,  and  rich  brocade  ; 

R  4 
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If  her  chintz,  with  lefs  expence, 
Plows  in  eafy  negligence  ; 

Still  (he  lights  the  confcious  flame. 
Still  her  charms  appear  the  fame  ; 

If  fhe  ftrikes  the  vocal  firings. 

If  Ihe’s  filent,  fpeaks,  or  flngs, 

If  fhe  fit,  or  if  fhe  move. 

Still  we  love,  and  ftill  approve. 

Vain  the  cafual,  tranfient  glance, 
Which  alone  can  pleafe  by  chance; 
Beauty,  which  depends  on  art. 
Changing  with  the  changing  heart. 
Which  demands  the  toilet’s  aid. 
Pendant  gems,  and  rich  brocade  ; 

I  thofe  charms  alone  can  prize. 
Which  from  conltant  Nature  rife. 
Which  nor  circumftance  nor  drefa 
E’er  can  make  or  more  or  lefs. 


THE 
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THE  VANITY  OF  WEALTH:  AN  ODE, 

BY  THE  SAME, 

NO  more  thus  brooding  o’er  yon  heap. 

With  Avarice  painful  vigils  keep. 

Still  unenjoy’d  the  prefent  ftore, 

Still  endlefs  fighs  are  breath’d  for  more. 

O  quit  the  fhadow,  catch  the  prize. 

Which  not  all  Indi  a's  treafure  buys  ! 

To  purchafe  Heaven  has  gold  the  power  ? 

Can  gold  remove  the  mortal  hour  ? 

In  life  can  Love  be  bought  with  gold  ? 

Are  Friendihip’s  pleafures  to  be  fold  ? 

No — all  that’s  worth  a  wilh,  a  thought, 

Fair  Virtue  gives,  unbrib’d,  unbought. 

Ceafe  then  on  tralh  thy  hopes  to  bind. 

Let  nobler  views  engage  thy  mind. 

With  Science  tread  the  wonderous  way. 

Or  learn  the  Mufe’s  moral  lay  j 
In  focial  hours  indulge  thy  foul, 

Where  Mirth  and  Tgrnperance  mix  the  bowl  ; 

To  virtuous  Love  rengn  thy  bread, 

And  be  by  bleffing  Beaqty  bleft. 

Thu* 
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Thus  tafte  the  feaft  by  Nature  fpread. 
Ere  Youth,  and  all  its  joys  are  fled  ; 

Come,  tafte  with  me  the  balm  of  life. 
Secure  from  pomp,  and  wealth,  and  flrife. 
2  boaft,  whate’er  for  man  was  meant. 

In  health,  and  Stella,  and  content; 
Andfcorn  !  oh  !  let  thatfcorn  be  thine  ! 
Mere  things  of  clay,  that  dig  the  mine. 
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TO  MISS 


.  -<1  . 

OX  HER.  GIVING  THE  AUTHOR  A  GOLD  AND  SILK  NET¬ 
WORK  PURSE  OF  HER  OWN  WEAVING. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


H  O  U  G  H  gold  and  filk  their  charms  unite. 


JL  To  make  thy  curious  web  delight. 
In  vain  the  varied  work  would  lhine. 

If  wrought  by  any  hand  but  thine. 

Thy  hand  that  knows  the  fubtler  art. 

To  weave  thofe  nets  that  catch  the  heart. 
Spread  out  by  me,  the  roving  coin, 

Thy  nets  may  catch,  but  not  confine. 


No 
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Nor  can  I  hope  thy  fllken  chain. 

The  glittering  vagrant3  (hall  reftrain  ; 

Why,  Sylvia,  was  it  then  decreed. 

The  heart  once  caught  lhould  ne’er  be  freed  ? 
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A  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  LATIN 
EPITAPH  ON  SIR  THOMAS  HANMEH. 


BY  THE  SAME 


H  O  U,  who  furvey’d  thefe  walls  with  curious  eye. 


A  Paufe  at  this  tomb  where  Hanmer’s  alhes  lie  ; 
His  various  worth  through  varied  life  attend. 

And  learn  his  virtues,  while  thou  mourn’d:  his  end. 

His  force  of  genius  burn’d  in  early  youth, 

With  third  of  knowledge,  and  with  love  of  truth  ; 
His  learning,  join’d  with  each  endearing  art. 

Charm’d  every  ear,  and  gain’d  on  every  heart. 

Thus  early  wife,  the  endanger’d  realm  to  aid. 

His  country  call’d  him  from  the  dudious  Ihade ; 

In  life’s  fird  bloom  his  publick  toils  began, 

At  once  commenc’d  the  Senator  and  Man. 

Inbufinefs  dextrous,  weighty  in  debate. 

Thrice  ten  long  years  he  labour’d  for  the  date ; 

In  every  fpeech  perfuafive  Wifdom  flow’d. 

In  every  aft  refulgent  Virtue  glow’d. 
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Sufpended  Faflion  ceas'd  from  rage  andftrife. 

To  hear  his  eloquence,  and  praife  his  life. 

Refiftlefs  merit  fix’d  the  Senate’s  choice, 

Who  hail’d  him  Speaker,  with  united  voice. 

Illuftrious  Age  !  how  bright  thy  glories  fhone, 

When  Hanmer  fill’d  the  chair,  and  Anne  the  throne. 

Then,  when  dark  arts  cbfcur’d  each  fierce  debate, 
When  mutual  frauds  perplex’d  the  maze  of  date. 

The  moderator  firmly  mild  appear’d, 

Beheld  with  love,  with  veneration  heard. 

This  talk  perform’d,  he  fought  no  gainful  poll, 

Nor  wifh’d  to  glitter  at  his  country’s  coft ; 

Strift,  on  the  right  he  fix’d  his  ftedfaft  eye, 

With  temperate  zeal,  and  wife  anxiety  ; 

Nor  e’er  from  Virtue’s  path  was  lur’d  afide. 

To  pluck  the  flowers  of  Pleafure  or  of  Pride. 

Her  gifts  defpis’d,  Corruption  blufli’d  and  fled. 

And  Fame  purfu’d  him  where  Conviflion  led. 

Age  call’d  at  length  his  adlive  mind  to  reft. 

With  honour  fated,  and  with  cares  oppreft  j 
To  letter’d  eafe  retir’d,  and  honeft  mirth. 

To  rural  grandeur,  and  domeftic  worth  ; 

Delighted  ftill  to  pleafe  mankind,  or  mend, 

The  Patriot’s  fire  yet  fparkled  in  the  Friend. 

Calm  Confcience  then  his  former  life  furvey’d, 

And  recollefted  toils  endear’d  the  (hade  ; 

Till  Nature  call’d  him  to  the  general  doom, 

And  Virtue’s  forrow  dignify’d  his  tomb. 
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TO  MISS 


ON  HER  PLAY1NC  UPON  THE  HARPSICORD  IN  A  ROOM 
HUNG  WITH  SOME  FLOWER-PIECES  OF  HER  OWN 
PAINTING. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WHEN  Stella  {bikes  the  tuneful  firing 
In  fcenes  of  imitated  Spring, 

Where  Beauty  lavifhes  her  powers, 

On  beds  of  never-fading  flowers, 

And  Pleafure  propagates  around 
Each  charm  of  modulated  found. 

Ah  !  think  not,  in  the  dangerous  hour. 

The  Nymph  fidlitious,  as  the  flower  ; 

But  (hun,  ra(h  youth,  the  gay  alcove, 

Nor  tempt  the  fnares  of  wily  love 

When  charms  thus  prefs  on  every  fenfe. 

What  thought  of  flight,  or  of  defence  ? 

Deceitful  Hope,  and  vain  Defire, 

For  ever  flutter  o’er  her  lyre, 

Delighting,  as  the  youth  draws  high, 

To  point  the  glances  of  her  eye, 
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And  forming,  with  unerring  art. 

New  chains  to  hold  the  captive  heart. 

But  on  thefe  regions  of  delight. 

Might  Truth  intrude  with  daring  flight, 
Could  Stella,  fprightly,  fair,  and  young, 
One  moment  hear  the  moral  fong, 

Inftrudtion  with  her  flowers  might  fpring. 
And  Wifdom  warble  from  her  firing. 

Mark,  when  from  thoufand  mingled  dyes, 
Thou  feeft  one  pleafing  form  arife, 

How  a&ive  light,  and  thoughtful  fhade. 

In  greater  fcenes  each  other  aid  ; 

-Mark,  when  the  different  notes  agr  ee 
In  friendly  contrariety, 

How  Paflion’s  well-accorded  ftrife. 

Gives  all  the  harmony  of  life. 

Thy  pictures  fhall  thy  conduct  frame, 
Confident  ftill ,  though  not  the  fame. 

Thy  muflck  teach  the  nobler  art 
To  tune  the  regulated  heart. 


T  O 
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TO  MYRTILIS. 

THE  NEW  YEAR’S  OFFERING. 

Madam, 

LONG  have  I  look’d  my  tablets  o’er. 

And  find  I’ve  much  to  thank  you  for, 
Out-ftanding  debts  beyond  account  ; 

And  new— who  knows  to  what  amount  ? 

Tho’  fmall  my  wealth,  not  fmallmy  foul. 

Come  then,  at  once  I’ll  pay  the  whole. 

Ye  Powers  1  I’m  rich,  and  will  command 
The  holt  of  Haves  that  round  me  Hand  ; 

Come,  Indian,  quick  difclofe  thy  (lore. 

And  hither  bring  Peruvian  ore  ; 

Let  yonder  negroe  pierce  the  main. 

The  choice!!,  large!!  pearl  to  gain  ; 

Let  all  my  Haves  their  arts  combine 
To  make  the  blufhing  ruby  mine. 

From  eaftern  thrones  the  diamonds  bear 
To  fparkle  at  her  bread  and  ear. 

Swift,  Scythian,  point  th’ unerring  dart 
That  ftrikes  the  Ermine’s  little  heart. 

And  fearch  for  choiced  furs  the  globe, 

To  make  my  Myrtilis  a  robe. 

Ah,  no  :  Yon  Indian  will  not  go, 

No  Scythian  deigns  to  bend  his  bow. 

N» 
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No  fullen  Negroe  (hoots  the  flood* 

How,  Haves  !  — Oram  I  underflood  t 
All,  all,  my  empty  power  difown, 

I  turn,  and  find  myfelf  alone  j 
’Tis  Fancy’s  vain  illufion  all. 

Nor  Moor  nor  Scythian  waits  my  call. 

Can  I  command,  can  l  confign  ? 

Alas,  what  earthly  thing  is  mine  ! 

Come  then,  my  Mufe,  companion  dear 
Of  poverty,  and  foul  fincere. 

Come  dictate  to  my  grateful  mind 
A  gift  that  may  acceptance  find  ; 

Come,  gentle  Mufe,  and  with  thee  bear 
An  offering  worthy  thee  and  her  ; 

And  tho’  thy  prefents  be  but  poor. 

My  Myrtilis  will  afk  no  more. 

An  heart  that  fcorns  a  fhameful  thing, 
With  love  and  vetfe,  is  all  I  bring  ; 

Of  love  and  vetfe  the  gift  receive, 

’Tis  all  thy  fervant  has  to  give. 

If  all  whate’er  my  verfe  has  told, 
Golconda’s  gems,  and  Afric’s  gold. 

If  all  were  mine  from  pole  to  pole, 

How  large  her  fhare  who  fhares  my  foul  ? 
But  more  than  thefe  may  Heaven  impart  j 
Be  thine  the  treafures  of  the  heart; 

Be  calm,  and  glad  thy  future  days 
With  Virtue’s  peace,  and  Virtue’s  praife. 


Let" 
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Let  jealous  Pride,  and  lleeplefs  Care, 
And  wafting  Grief,  and  black  Defpair, 
And  languor  chill,  and  Anguift  fell. 

For  ever  Ihun  thy  grove  and  cell ; 

There  only  may  the  happy  train 
Of  Love,  and  Joy,  and  Peace,  remain  : 
May  Plenty,  with  exhauftlefs  ftore. 
Employ  thy  hand  to  feed  the  poor. 

And  ever  on  thy  honour’d  head 
The  prayer  of  Gratitude  be  fhed. 

A  happy  mother,  may’ft  thou  fee 
Thy  fmiling  virtuous  progeny, 

Whofe  fportful  tricks,  and  airy  play. 
Fraternal  love,  and  prattle  ga y. 

Or  wonderous  tale,  or  joyful  fong. 

May  lure  the  lingering  hours  along; 

Till  Death  arrive,  unfelt,  unfeen. 

With  gentle  pace,  and  placid  mien. 

And  waft  thee  to  that  happy  ftore 
Where  wilhes  can  have  place  no  more 
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THE  THREE  WARNINGS:  A  TALE. 

BY  MRS.  THRALE. 

THE  tree  of  deeped  root  is  found 

Lead  willing  dill  to  quit  the  ground  ; 

’Twas  therefore  faid  by  antient  fages. 

That  love  of  life  increas’d  with  years 
So  much,  that  in  our  latter  dages. 

When  pains  grow  (harp,  and  ficknefs  rages. 

The  greated  love  of  life  appears. 

This  great  affe&ion  to  believe. 

Which  all  confefs,  but  few  perceive. 

If  old  affertions  can’t  prevail. 

Be  pleas’d  to  hear  a  modern  tale. 

When  fports  went  round,  and  all  were  gay 
On  neighbour  Dobfon’s  wedding-day. 

Death  call’d  afide  the  jocund  groom 
With  him  into  another  room : 

And  looking  grave,  “  You  mud,  fays  he, 

<c  Quit  your  fweet  bride,  and  come  with  me.’! 
s‘  With  you,  and  quit  my  Sufan’s  fide  ? 

“  With  you  !  the  haplefs  hufband  cry’d : 

“  Young  as  I  am  !  ’tis  mondrous  hard  1 
Befides,  in  truth.  I'm  not  prepar’d  : 
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My  thoughts  on  other  matters  go, 

This  is  my  wedding- night,  you  know.”. 

What  more  he  urg’d  I  have  not  heard. 

His  reafons  could  not  well  be  ftronger  ; 

So  Death  the  poor  delinquent  fpar’d, 

And  left  to  live  a  little  longer. 

Yet  calling  up  a  ferious  look. 

His  hour-glafs  trembled  while  he  {poke, 

“  Neighbour,  he  faid,  farewell  :  No  more 
“  Shall  Death  difturb  your  mirthful  hour  ; 

“  And  further,  to  avoid  all  blame 
**  Of  cruelty  upon  my  name, 

“  To  give  you  time  for  preparation, 

“  And  fit  you  for  your  future  ftation, 

“  Three  feveral  Warnings  you  (hall  have, 

“  Before  you’re  fummon’d  to  the  grave  : 

“  Willing  for  once  I’ll  quit  my  prey, 

“  And  grant  a  kind  reprieve  ; 

“  In  hopes  you’ll  have  no  more  to  fay, 

“  But  when  I  call  again  this  way, 

“  Well-pleas’d  the  world  will  leave.”. 

To  thefe  conditions  both  confented. 

And  parted  perfe&ly  contented. 

What  next  the  hero  of  our  tale  befell. 

How  long  he  liv’d,  how  wife,  how  well, 

Howroundly  he  purfu’d  his  courfe. 

And  fmok’d  his  pipe,  and  ftrok’d  his  horfe, 

The  willing  Mufe  {hall  tell  : 
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He  chaffer’d  then,  he  bought,  he  fold, 

Nor  once  perceiv’d  his  growing  old. 

Nor  thought  of  Death  as  near  ; 

His  friends  not  falfe,  his  wife  no  fhrew. 
Many  his  gains,  his  children  few. 

He  pafs’d  his  hours  in  peace  ; 

But  while  he  view’d  his  wealth  increafe. 
While  thus  along  Life’s  dully  road 
The  beaten  track  content  he  trod, 

Old  Time,  whofe  hade  no  mortal  fpares, 
Uncall’d,  unheeded,  unawares. 

Brought  on  his  eightieth  year. 

And  now  one  night  in  mufing  mood. 

As  all  alone  he  fate, 

Th*  unwelcome  meffenger  of  Fate 
Once  more  before  him  flood. 

Half  kill’d  with  anger  and  furprize, 

“  So  foon  return’d  !  old  Dobfon  cries.” 

“  So  foon,  d’ye  call  it !  Death  replies  : 

“  Surely,  my  friend,  you’re  but  in  jeft. 

Since  I  was  here  before, 

“  ’Tis  fix-and-thirty  years  at  lead, 

“  And  you  are  now  fourfcore.” 

“  So  much  the  worfe,  the  Clown  rejoin’d 
“  To  fpare  the  aged  would  be  kind': 

“  However,  fee  your  fearch  be  legal ; 

“  And  your  authority - Is’t  regal  ? 

“  Elfe  you  are  come  on  a  fool’s  errand, 

“  With  but  a  ecretary’s  warrant. 


(  26i  ) 

tt  Befides,  you  promis’d  me  Three  Warnings, 

“  Which  I  have  look’d  for  nights  and  mornings. 
«  But  for  that  lofs  of  time  and  eafe, 

«*  I  can  recover  damages.” 

'<  I  know,  cries  Death,  that  at  the  beft, 

“  I  feldom  am  a  welcome  gueft ; 

“  But  don’t  be  captious,  friend,  at  leaf!  ; 

**  I  little  thought  you’d  ftill  be  able 
“  To  flump  about  your  farm  and  ftable ; 

“  Your  years  have  run  to  a  great  length, 

“  I  wifh  you  joy  tho’  of  your  flrength.” 

“  Hold,  fays  the  Farmer,  not  fo  faft, 

“  I  have  been  lame  thefe  four  years  paft.” 

“  And  no  great  wonder,  Death  replies, 

“  However,  you  ftill  keep  your  eyes ; 

“  And  fureto  fee  one’s  loves  and  friends, 

“  For  legs  and  arms  would  make  amends.’* 

“  Perhaps,  fays  Dobfon,  fo  it  might, 

“  But  latterly  I’ve  loft  my  light.” 

“  This  is  a  Ihocking  ftory,  faith, 

“  Yet  there’s  fome  comfort  ftill,  fays  Death  j 
“  Each  ftrives  your  fadnefs  to  amufe  ; 

“  I  warrant  you  hear  all  the  news.” 

“  There’s  none,  cries  he ;  and  if  there  were, 
“  I’m  grown  fo  deaf  I  could  not  hear.” 

“  Nay  then,  the  fpe&re  ftern  rejoin’d, 

“  Thefe  are  unjuftifiable  yearnings  ; 

“  If  you  are  lame,  and  deaf,  and  blind, 

“  You’ve  had  your  three  fufficient  Warnings, 
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u  So  come  along,  no  more  we’ll  part 
He  faid,  and  touch’d  him  with  his  dart  j 
And  now  old  Dobfon  turning  pale. 

Yields  to  his  fate - fo  ends  my  tale. 


»«&ee7Ooeccooooooooc^eocoeoooocoo0rooo93ooo6ooooeoooooooeoocoooeooeoooceooe0ecMMoeodOoeoooetii 


THE  EXCUR  SION. 

HAPPY  thrice  the  harmlefs  Twain, 

Tenant  of  the  peaceful  plain. 

Far  from  bufinefs,  noife  and  ftrife, 

Bleft  with  every  fweet  of  life  j 
Far  from  all  the  toil  of  ftate. 

All  opprefiions  of  the  great  ; 

Dancing  blythe  his  Nymph  he  leads 
O’er  the  carpet  of  the  meads  ■ 

While  his  neighbour’s  pipe  or  horn 
Lulls  the  night  or  cheers  the  morn  : 

Healthy  joy  from  labour  fprings. 

Healthy  joy  the  wifh  of  kings. 

Here  Providence  in  bounty  flows. 

And  joys  on  every  fenfe  beftows  j 
Here  Earth  affords  her  kind  increafe. 

With  virtue  gain’d,  enjoy’d  in  peace  ; 

The  harveft  rich,  the  fruitage  fair. 

Repay  the  cultivator’s  care. 

Hills  where  fpcrtive  lambkins  flray, 

Flocks  that  fleecy  tribute  pay  ; 
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Cryftal'  ftreams  whofe  murmuring  rills 
Stray  between  the  flowery  hills. 

Meeting  from  a  hundred  dells, 

Till  the  foaming  river  fwells, 

Swells  beyond  reftraint,  and  laves 
Happy  lands  with  welcome  waves ; 
While  the  cryftal  of  the  floods 
Mocks  the  waving  of  the  woods. 

Here  flowers  in  fweet  confufion  drown, 
O’er  the  verdant  mead  are  blown  ; 
Narciffus,  near  the  rivers  fair, 

Smiles  at  itfelf  reflected  there ; 

Sad  emblem  of  that  lover’s  pride. 

Who  for  himfelf  too  fondly  died. 

The  crowfoot  here  with  golden  hue. 

The  cowflips  fweet,  the  violets  blue. 

The  blulhing  pinks,  and  lilies  pale. 

Like  virgins  fair,  like  virgins  frail  $ 

Soft  daffodils  of  early  bloom. 

And  dailies  fearful  of  the  gloom. 

But  ah,  thofe  beauties  foon  muft  fall  ? 
The  ruthlefs  fcythe  which  levels  all. 

Mull  fweep  their  harmlefs  fweets  away, 
And  give  their  colours  to  decay. 

Here  lofty  groves  invade  the  Iky, 

And  all  the  tempeft’s  rage  defy  ; 

The  folid  oak  that  awes  the  main. 

The  fpreading  elm  of  coarfer  grain, 
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The  elaftic  eugh,  whofe  diftant  wound 
With  England’s  rivals  heap’d  the  ground  ; 
The  ftubborn  holly,  rough  and  bold. 

That  fpreads  her  verdure  to  the  cold. 

And  boafts  her  berries  fair  and  ripe. 
Beneath  December’s  icy  gripe  ; 

All,  all  Deftru&ion’s  power  (hall  feel. 

And  fall  before  the  fatal  fteel. 

See  this,  ye  fair,  ye  wife,  ye  brave. 

And  fink  together  in  the  grave. 

The  fquirrel  climbs  the  nut-tree  bough. 
And  flrips  the  clutters  as  they  grow  ; 

The  little  moufe  with  humbler  hope 
Taftes  Nature’s  bounties  as  they  drop. 

See  all  the  feather’d  warblers  fing. 

To  welcome  the  returning  fpring ; 

The  blackbird,  linnet,  finch,  and  thrulh. 
Pour  out  their  fongs  from  every  bulh  ; 

The  tuneful  lark,  whofe  towering  flight 
Fatigues  the  difappointed  fight ; 

Thefe  little  fongfters  mounted  high. 
Harmonious  carrol  to  the  fky  : 

To  heaven  their  tuneful  offering  pay. 

And  feem  to  hail  the  new-born  day  ! 

Sweet  bird  !  inttrudled  by  thy  lays. 

Can  man  forget  his  Maker’s  praife  ? 
Reviving  from  the  fhades  of  night. 

Can  he  behold  the  all-quickening  light, 
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Can  he  unclofe  his  fluggifh  eyes. 

Nor  fend  one  rapture  to  the  ikies  ? 

At  eve,  in  foftly  mournful  {trains. 

The  love-lorn  nightingale  complains; 

While  as  it  {trains  its  little  throat, 

Pleas’d  Echo  dwells  on  every  note. 

And  fighs  to  hear  the  plaintive  moan. 

And  grief  expreflive  of  her  own. 

How  blelt,  my  foul,  how  bleft  are  thofe 
Who  pafs  a  life  in  fuch  repofe  ; 

Who  {till  in  rural  {hades  abide, 

Where  all  their  hours  thus  fmoothly  glide  ; 
Whofe  humble  aims  no  higher  tend. 

Than  to  enjoy  a  book  and  friend  ; 

Whom  anxious  projects  ne’er  moleft. 

Nor  war  nor  love  difturb  their  reft ; 

Who  form  no  with  of  rifing  higher. 

But  learn  betimes  to  check  defire  ; 

Whofe  happy  and  yet  humble  ftate 
Provokes  no  threatening  frowns  of  Fate; 
So  humble  lhrubs  in  fafety  grow. 

When  ftorms  the  lofty  pine  o’erthrow. 

O  hear,  ye  Powers,  a  fuppliant’s  voice. 
Indulge  my  with,  approve  iny  choice  ! 

O  grant  me,  whereloe’er  ye  pleafc, 

A  life  of  privacy  and  eafe ; 

No  more  thofe  pleafures  to  purfue, 

Which  Fancy  paints  to  Folly’s  view ; 
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Nor  falfly  fond,  nor  idly  gay. 

To  wafte  the  falhionable  day; 

No  more  with  craving  heart  to  go 
From  toy  to  toy,  from  lhow  to  Ihow  ; 

All  day  to  counterfeit  delight. 

And  long,  to  end  the  cheat,  for  night. 

Afford  me  pleafures  more  ferene  : 

Give  me  to  range  the  fylvan  fcene. 

Where  Ceres’  full-ear’d  fheaves  abound. 

And  Flora  paints  tli’  enamel’ d  ground  $ 

To  feel,  from  every  preffure  free. 

The  joys  of  Truth  and  Poetry  ; 

Let  Contemplation  firing  my  lyre, 

And  Zeal  fupply  poetic  fire; 

Then  let  me  Nature’s  wonders  fing, 

And  praise  the  power  of  Nature’s  King  j 
While  as  by  chance  I  turn  my  fight. 

New  objedls  flrike  with  new  delight; 

Till  frefh  ideas  hourly  fpring. 

And  urge  Imagination’s  wing. 

Here  Knowledge,  quicken’d  by  Delight, 

Shall  roufe  the  foul  to  vigorous  flight : 

Rapt  with  the  thought,  methinks  I  rife 
To  meditate  my  kindred  fkies  ; 

At  once  the  pall  and  prefent  view. 

Compare  the  former  with  the  new  ; 

Survey  the  world  from  pole  to  pole, 
join  clime  to  clime,  and  grafp  the  whole; 

To 
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To  each  effefl:  the  caufe  conjoin, 

And  trace  the  Original  divine  ; 
Awaken’d  Hope  diredls  my  way 
Thro’  all  the  fpacious  realms  of  day ; 
Views  the  refplendent  courts  above, 

Bleft  manfion  of  feraphic  love  ! 
Refulgent  throne  of  power  divine. 
Where  calm  celeftial  fplendors  fhine  j 
Whence  beams  of  emanating  light 
From  Nature  chafe  retiring  night. 

Quick  to  my  bread  new  beauties  rife, 

I  pant  to  range  my  native  fkies ; 

But  here,  encumber’d  with  her  clay. 

My  Soul  muft  wait  the  final  day  ; 

And  now  but  fhort  excurfions  make. 

And  joys  thro’  long  perfpedtives  take; 
Such  joys  as  virtuous  fouls  improve. 

And  heighten  wonder  into  love. 

Then  fill'd  with  reverence  and  delight. 
Back  to  the  world  I  take  my  flight; 
Back  to  my  much  lov’d  groves  again. 
Where  honeft  joys  alternate  reign  ; 
Where  thro’  Creation's  mighty  round. 
Unnumber’d  miracles  abound. 

And,  form’d  infti  udtion  to  convey. 

The  Almighty  Father’s  power  difpiay  ; 
Amaz’d  I  view  the  fplendid  dye 
Of  this  enamel's!  butterfly  j 


Amaz’d 
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Amaz’d  each  reptile  infeft  fee. 

Each  bleft  with  life  as  well  as  we. 
Wherever  we  direfl  our  eyes. 

Ten  thoufand  various  forms  arife  ; 

On  each  a  life  of  different  mode 
By  boundlefs  Providence  bellow’d  ; 

From  fmall  to  lefs,  from  high  to  higher. 
Till  Reafon,  Senfe,  and  Fancy  tire  ; 
While  all  in  due  proportion  fhine. 

To  prove  the  economy  divine. 

With  ferious  joy  the  enlighten’d  foul 
Surveys  a. part,  admires  the  whole; 

Nor  always  filently  furveys. 

But,  fir’d  by  gratitude  to  praife. 

In  holy  confidence  is  bleft. 

And  calmly  waits  eternal  reft. 


ALEXIS 
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ALEXIS:  A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 

IN  TWO  PARTS. 

BY  A  LADY. 


ALEXIS,  the  pride  of  the  plain, 

Befide  a  clear  brook  lay  reclin’d, 

His  complaint  was  fair  Daphne’s  difdain. 

Who  had  prov’d  to  the  ihepherd  unkind  : 
His  flock  was  no  longer  his  care, 

His  pipe  now  no  longer  could  pleafe. 

He  neglefted  his  drefs  and  his  hair, 

And  by  folitude  fed  his  difeafe. 

“  Poor  ihepherd  !  he  wildly  exclaim’d, 

“  Alas  1  what  avails  all  thy  moan  ? 

“  The  joys  thy  fond  fancy  had  fram’d, 

“  With  Daphne  for  ever  are  flown  ! 

<f  How  could  you,  O  Daphne,  deceive 
“  A  fwain  not  unworthy  your  love  ? 

“  Why  didft  thou,  Alexis,  believe 

“  Such  a  maid  could  thy  pafiion  approve  ? 


“  Her 


(  270  ) 

**  Her  form  is  replete  with  each  grace, 

“  The  diamond  beams  forth  in  her  eye, 

**  The  lily  expands  o’er  her  face, 

“  And  the  rofe-bud  imparts  its  foft  dye. 

“  No  warbler  can  rival  her  fong, 

“  Philomela  with  envy  complains, 

“  The  flreams  glide  in  filence  along, 

“  The  glad  Zephyrs  diffufe  her  fofc  ftrains. 

a  When  Daphne  appear’d  in  the  mead, 

“  Her  prefence  enliven’d  the  morn, 

“  Now  the  winds  roughly  blow  round  my  head, 

«  And  the  fun’s  chearful  beams  are  withdrawn. 
“  No  longer  thefe  meadows  look  green, 

“  Now  the  wrrblers  abandon  the  grove, 

<<  The  air  breathes  no  longer  ferene, 

“  All  Summer  is  fled  with  my  love. 

“  Oh  !  Daphne,  you  heard  my  fond  flghs, 

«  You  did  not  my  paflion  difdain, 

«  When  I  gaz’d  with  delight  on  ycur  eyes, 

“  My  foft  glances  you  did  not  reftrain: 

«  But  now  you  make  fport  of  my  woes, 

“  And  laugh  at  the  fufFerings  I  feel, 

“  I  enjoy  not  the  fweets  of  repofe, 

“  Nor  can  I  my  torments  conceal  ' 


“  Farewell 
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ff  Farewell,  ye  fad  fcenes  of  my  love, 

“  I  lhall  never  revifit  you  more  ! 

“  Adieu  to  the  mead  an  h  e  grove, 

“  ’Twas  here  I  firft  learn’d  to  adore  ! 

“  I  will  banifh  this  wretch  from  her  fight, 

“  I  know  not  what  fate  may  enTue, 

“  Never  more  can  I  tafie  of  delight, 

“  To  every  enjoyment  adieu.’! 

PART  THE  SECOND, 

WITH  a  torrent  of  heart-burfting  grief 
Alexis  continues  his  moan. 

Tears  gave  him  fome  little  relief. 

Yet  he  ceas’d  not  to  figh  and  to  groan, 
Paftora  by  chance  haften’d  by, 

She  faw  the  poor  lhepherd’s  defpair. 

Soft  pity  appear’d  in  her  eye, 

She  aik’d  him  the  fource  of  his  care, 

**  What  caufe  has  Alexis  to  weep  ?” 

With  looks  of  compaffion,  fhe  faid  ; 

,f  Have  you  loft  e’er  a  lamb  or  a  lheep  ? 

“  Or  is  Tray  the  poor  favourite  dead  ? 
“  Or,  perhaps,  your  fair  Daphne’s  unkind, 
“  Perhaps  for  her  coynefs  you  grieve, 

“  Ah  !  ’tisjealoufy  poifons  your  mind  ! 

“  But  appearances  often  deceive.” 


The 
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The  fhepherd  juft  rais’d  up  his  head. 

He  thank’d  the  kind  maid  for  her  care. 

He  confefs’d  that  all  comfort  was  fled. 

And  nothing  was  left  but  defpair. 

Paftora  e’en  wept  at  the  tale. 

And  wiih’d  (he  could  eafe  his  diftrefs. 
Could  her  intereft  with  Daphne  prevail. 

His  fuffering  fhould  foon  find  redrefs. 

He  gaz’d  on  the  fair  with  furprize. 

And  admir’d  the  good-nature  (he  fhew’d  , 
When  (he  went  he  withdrew  not  his  eyes. 

But  with  pleafure  her  footfteps  purfu’d. 
Her  fweetnefs,  her  beauty,  and  truth, 

With  Daphne’s  late  falfhood  compar’d. 

So  charm’d,  fo  aftonilh’d  the  youth. 

That  his  heart  for  a  change  was  prepar’d. 

Yet  ftill  his  fond  wi(h  would  arife, 

“  Ah  !  was  but  my  Daphne  thus  kind  ! 

I  would  wipe  off  thefe  tears  from  my  eyes, 

“  And  give  up  my  fighs  to  the  wind  1” 
He  faid,  and  arofe  from  the  ground. 

Then  inftant  return’d  to  his  cot. 

Soon  in  deep  every  fuffering  was  drown’d. 
And  Daphne’s  unkindnefs  forgot. 


With 
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With  the  fun  the  next  morn  he  arofe, 

Paftora  he  fought  in  the  grove. 

He  repeated  the  tale  of  his  woes. 

And  mourn’d  the  fad  fate  of  his  love  ! 

Paftora  heard  every  complaint  ; 

Again  he  imparted  his  grief. 

He  talk’d  without  fear  or  conftraint. 

And  found  from  her  converfe,  relief. 

The  friendfhip  he  felt  for  the  fair. 

Each  meeting  ftill  ferv’d  to  improve  ; 

He  then  bleft  hi3  late  caufe  of  defpair. 

And  became  a  true  votary  to  Love. 

’Twas  no  longer  for  beauty  he  figh’d. 

He  no  longer  to  merit  was  blind, 

’Twas  his  joy,  and  a  laudable  pride. 

That  he  valu’d  the  charms  of  the  mind. 

Paftora  with  blufhes  confeft. 

That  (he  felt  all  the  force  of  true  love ; 

But  that  reafon  her  paflion  fuppreft. 

Yet  that  now  (he  muft  own  and  approve. 

She  foon  gave  her  hand  to  the  fwain. 

Who  proclaim’d  to  each  (hepherd  this  truth. 

He  had  met  a  reward  for  his  pain. 

More  lading  than  beauty  and  youth. 

Vol.  III.  T 
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When  Spring  decks  with  verdure  the  mead. 

Love  wafts  milder  fragrance  around  ; 

When  Summer  invites  to  the  (hade. 

Love  ftrews  with  frelh  flowrets  the  ground. 
In  Autumn  thro’  corn-fields  they  rove, 

And  their  loves  as  in  Spring-time  appear, 
Tho’  Winter  difrobes  the  known  grove. 

Yet  their  love  varies  not  with  the  year. 

Ye  Nymphs,  to  this  maxim  attend, 

Tho’  beauty  awhile  may  allure. 

Yet  to  fix  in  the  lover  the  friend, 

*Tis  virtue  alone  is  fecure  ! 

Ye  Swains,  who  are  caught  by  a  face, 

Know,  that  beauty  will  quickly  decay; 
That  virtue  ftill  heightens  each  grace. 

And  imparts  more  than  Time  fteals  away  ! 


SONNET 
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SONNET  TO  A  ROBIN-RED-BREAST. 


BY  MISS  M— — —  0. 

DEAR,  focial  bird,  that  oft  with  fearlefs  love 
Giv’lt  thy  foft  form  to  man’s  prote&ive  care. 
Pleas’d,  when  rude  tempefts  vex  the  ruffled  air. 
For  the  warm  roof  to  leave  the  naked  grove. 

K.indeft,  and  laft  of  Summer’s  tuneful  train. 

Ah  !  do  not  yet  give  o’er  thy  plaintive  lay. 

But  charm  mild  Zephyr  to  a  longer  flay. 

And  oft  renew  thy  fweetly-parting  {train. 

So  when  rough  Winter  frowns  with  brow  fevere. 

And  chilling  blalts  {hall  {trip  the  {heltering  trees ; 
When  meagre  Want  that  {hivering  frame  lhall  feize. 
And  Death,  with  dart  uplifted,  hover  near  ; 

My  grateful  hand  the  liberal  crumbs  {hall  give. 

My  bofom  warm  thee,  and  my  kifs  revive. 


T  2 
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ODE  TO  CONTENT. 
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O  N  T  E  N  T  !  who  oft  art  wont  to  dwell 


V_>  Deep  in  the  folitary  dell. 

Near  fhady  wood,  or  limpid  rill. 

Or  on  the  fide  of  fome  hoar  hill  ; 
Attendant  on  the  fhepherd  ftvain, 

Thou  cheer’ll  his  labours  on  the  plain-. 
With  thee,  he  pleas’d  purfues  his  toils. 
Nor  heeds  fierce  funs,  nor  flubborn  foils, 

Thee  oft  I  met  in  Hertford’s  vale, 

What  time  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Recited  ftveet  her  folemn  fong 
The  beeches  and  the  oaks  among  : 
Upon  the  banks  of  Lee  reclin’d, 

Thy  vifits  Tooth’d  my  pen  five  mind', 

And  drove  corroding  pain  away. 

And  made  the  rural  landfcape  gay. 

How  verdant  then  appear’d  the  trees  ! 
How  grateful  was  the  weflern  breeze  ! 


How 


(  277  ) 

How  Tweet  the  fcent  of  opening  flowers  1 
How  fair  the  hedges  and  the  bowers ! 

How  bright  the  fun’s  enlivening  beam  1 
How  foft  the  murmurs  of  the  ftream  ! 

Adieu,  lov’d  vale  !  adieu,  fmooth  ftream  ! 

Yet  ftill,  Content  !  be  thou  my  theme  : 

*Tis  thee,  Tweet  maid  !  I  wooe  again. 

Attend  thy  conftant  lover’s  ftrain  ; 

Where-e’er  ’tis  his  the  lot  to  ftray, 

O  deign  with  him  to  take  thy  way  ! 
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ODE  TO  SOLITUDE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

HAIL,  filent  matron  1  ever  hail ! 

Thou  lover  of  the  wood  or  vale  ! 

When  mufing  near  yon  aged  tree. 

The  votive  Tong  has  flow’d  to  thee  ; 

Nor  thou  defpife  my  numbers  rude. 

Serious,  cadeftial  Solitude. 

Oft  in  the  ftill  retired  dell. 

Thou  hear’ft  the  folemn  funeral  bell  ; 

Or  where  the  Afcetic’s  cottage  Hands, 

’Midft  cheeilefs  waftes  and  arid  lands  j 

r  3 
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Oft  in  the  foreft’s  umbrage  deep. 

Thou  yet  art  feen  to  fit  and  weep  ; 

For  frequent  falls  thy  tender  tear 

O’er  Youth’s  cold  grave,  or  Beauty's  bier. 

Teach  me  that  Life’s  momentary  day, 

However  various,  or  how  gay. 

Is  tranfient  as  the  odorous  flower. 

That  blooms  and  withers  in  an  hour ; 

Teach  me  to  aid  the  fuppliant  poor. 

Nor  turn  the  pilgrim  from  my  door  j 
For  others  woes  fiill  prompt  the  figh, 

O  parent  of  Humanity  ! 

Accept  thefe  numbers  wild  and  rude, 

Cseleftial  matron  !  Solitude  ! 
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ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

by  the  same. 

NYMPH!  that  flies  the  crowded  ftreet, 

And  the  proud  lord’s  pompous  feat  j 
Now  a  Na’iad  of  the  wood. 

Now  a  Dryad  of  the  flood  ; 

Ever  blythe,  and  young,  and  gay. 

Health,  accept  the  unpolilh'd  lay. 

Not 
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Not  the  fhade  of  fpreading  trees. 
Nor  the  cooling,  fragrant'breeze. 
Nor  the  lov’d  approach  of  morn. 
Nor  the  walk  through  waving  corn. 
Nor  the  blackbird’s  ferenade. 
Echoing  from  the  diftant  lhade. 

Nor  the  gifts  of  Summer’s  hand, 
Flowrets  fair,  or  odours  bland  ; 

Or  each  cheerful,  rural  fight 
Yield  or  pleafure  or  delight 
To  the  wretch  that  fighs  for  thee. 
Sighs  for  Health  and  Liberty  ! 

Nor  difdain,  all-lovely  Fair  ! 
Thy  ever- fervent  fuppliant’s  prayer  1 
From  fome  diftant  region  hafte, 
Norway’s  hills,  or  Ruflia’s  wafte  i 
From  Montpelier’s  vineyards  wide, 
Or  from  Tajo’s  funny  fide. 

Or  Bermuda’s  weftern  ifle. 

Where  eternal  fummers  fmile  ; 
’Midft  our  country  deign  to  ftray. 
Come,  and  make  our  Britain  gay. 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  SCHOOLFELLOW. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

LO  V  ’  n  Banks,  for  thee  I  heave  the  frequent  figh. 
For  thee  the  folemn  tear  bedews  mine  eye  ; 

No  more  thy  converfe  blythe  fhall  cheer  my  day. 

Or  chafe  the  gloom  of  anxious  thought  away. 

And  art  thou,  dear  affociate  !  art  thou  gone  ? 

Long  muft  thy  friend  his  fudden  lofs  bemoan  ; 

O’er  the  cold  turf  where  thy  pale  reliques  fleep. 

Shall  fond  Remembrance  oft  repair  to  weep. 


SONNET 
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SONNET. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

OCCASIONED  BYLEAVING  B - R - N,  JULY  I  7  ^  J .  THE 

AUTHOR  TELLING  THE  LADIES  “HE  LOOKED  UPON  HIM¬ 
SELF  IN  A  WORSE  SITUATION  THAN  ADAM  BANISH’D  PA¬ 
RADISE,”  WAS  ENJOINED  BY  THEM  TO  EXPRESS  THE 
SAME  IN  RHIME. 

WHEN  our  firlt  Father  thro’  the  dreary  wafle 
From  Eden’s  plains  an  exile  fad  mull  go,  - 
Oft  he  recall’d  each  fcene  of  pleafure  pall. 

Felt  the  dire  change,  and  bade  his  forrows  flow* 

Yet  Hill  a  fweet  companion  of  his  woe 
With  foft,  alfiduous  care  attended  near  ; 

Fond  to  relieve,  and  refolute  to  Ihow 

The  foothing  fmile,  or  fympathizing  tear. 

Far  happier  doom,  alas  ?  attends  me  here. 

Who  leave  of  Nymphs  fo  fair  a  train  behind. 

Nor  one  is  found  the  tedious  way  to  chear. 

Or  raife  with  converfe  fweet  the  drooping  mind  : 

Then  tell  me,  fair  ones,  can  I  chufe  but  grieve. 

Who  quit  my  Paradife  without  an  Eve  ? 


ODE. 
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ODE. 

TH  E  charms  which  blooming  Beauty  {hows 
From  faces  heavenly  fair, 

W  tc  the  lily  and  the  rofe 
With  femblance  apt  compare  : 

With  femblance  apt ;  for  ah  !  how  foon, 

How  foon  they  all  decay  1 
The  lily  droops,  the  rofe  is  gone. 

And  beauty  fades  away. 

But  when  bright  Virtue  fhines  confefs'd. 

With  fweet  Difcretion  join’d  ; 

When  Mildnefs  calms  the  peaceful  breaft. 

And  Wifdom  guides  the  mind  ; 

When  charms  like  thefe,  dear  Maid,  confpire 
Thy  perfon  to  approve. 

They  kindle  generous,  chafte  defire. 

And  everlafting  love. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  Time  or  Fate, 

Thefe  graces  lhall  endure. 

Still  like  the  paffion  they  create. 

Eternal,  conftant,  pure. 

SONNET 
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SONNET  ON  ARBITRARY  GOVERN, 

MENT. 
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BOAST  not  your  ft  ate,  flaves  of  defpotic  fway. 

Where  wanton  Gallia,  ’midft  her  vine-clad  hills. 

Her  olive  bowers,  her  myrtle-lhaded  rills. 

Her  mild  air’s  fan,  her  genial  fun’s  furvey  : 

Nor  ye,  where  Afia  like  a  queen  fits  gay, 

’Midft  her  rich  groves  where  odorous  balm  diflils, 

And  the  charm’d  eye  th’  Elyfian  landfcape  fills. 

And  hand  in  hand  young  Spring  and  Autumn  play  :  B 

Each  boon  to  you  your  haughty  lords  deny. 

And  at  their  will  your  frail  lives  you  refign  : 

Behold,  and  ’midft  your  flowery  fcencs  repine  ! 

Under  bleak  Albion’s  cloud-envelop’d  fky. 

Her  meaneft  fons  fecure  enjoy  their  own. 

And  bow  to  Heaven  and  Liberty  alone. 


I  N  S  C  R  I  ?• 
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INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  ROOT-HOUSE. 


FOND  man  !  retire  to  this  ftill  cell, 
And  bid  the  bufy  world  farewel  ; 
Here  feek  the  cherub  Happinefs, 

Who  loves  the  quiet  lone  recefs. 

And  fhuns  the  city’s  noify  fcene. 

For  pleafures  tranquil  and  ferene. 


How  folemn  is  the  oak’s  broad  fhade, 

The  naked  grove  feen  thro’  the  glade. 

The  rock  that  high  projedts  its  keep. 

The  diftant  profpedt  of  the  deep  ! 

Fond  man  !  here  cheerful  may ’ft  thou  fpend 
Thy  fwift-wing’d  life,  nor  fear  thy  end  ; 
Stealing  thro’  life,  as  thro’  the  plain 
Yon  rill  in  murmurs  feeks  the  main. 

Here,  when  the  faffron-vefted  dawn 
Spreads  radiance  o’er  the  dewy  lawn. 

For  hours  exempt  from  woe  and  fin. 

Thy  ardent  orifon  begin  ; 

Here  too  at  eve  His  praife  difplay. 

Who  led  thee  thro’  the  finilh’d  day. 
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AS  a  young  bird,  as  yet  unus’d  to  fly 

On  wings  expanded  thro’  the  liquid  Iky, 

With  doubt  and  fear  his  firft  excurfions  tries. 

And  fhivers  every  feather  with  furprife ; 

So  various  flutterings  in  our  bofoms  play. 

Eager  yet  anxious  for  our  firit  eflay. 

New  to  the  world,  its  vanity  and  care. 

And  all  the  ills  to  which  the  flelh  is  heir ; 

Two  mifchiefs,  we  are  told,  ordain’d  by  Fate, 

Twin  at  our  birth,  and  all  our  footfteps  wait ; 

Some  by  fierce  Pafiion  headlong  down  are  thrown. 

And  Ridicule  marks  others  for  her  own. 

To  fleer  thro’  both  by  fome  unerring  rule. 

This  day  we  ftudy  in  the  Mufe’s  fchool. 

To  fhun  the  firft,  we  look  in  Shakefpeare’s  page. 

And  there  obferve  how  the  fell  Paffions  rage  ; 

1  This  Prologue  and  Epilogue  were  fpoken  by  two  young  Gentlemen 
who  performed  fome  fcenes  from  Sfcalcefpeare,  Moliere,  Zenobia,  and  the 
Mayor  of  Garratt,  before  the  earl  of  Chefterfield,  their  particular  friend 
and  patron,  and  a  private  party  of  other  noble  ,and  illuftrious  friends. 

There 
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There  mark  the  bounds  of  good  and  ill  defin’d. 
And  Wifdams  jejjes  once  thrown  ofF  the  mind. 
How  every  virtue  is  let  down  the  wind. 

Should  we  avoid  on  this  dread  rock  to  fplit. 
Then — free  from  folly,  the  true  point  to  hit, 
Moliere  inftrudts  us  with  his  comic  wit. 

He  of  right  manners  doth  the  rule  difpenfe. 

The  law-giver  of  decency  and  fenfe  ! 

This  is  our  plan,  our  growing  minds  to  rear; 
Your  kind  applaufe  will  bid  us  perfevere. 


E  P  I 

L 

O 

G 

U  E. 

B  Y  D. 

Oar 

R  I 

C  K, 

E  S  <^. 

W  HATE’ER  you  think,  good  firs,  in  this  agree. 
That  we,  at  lead,  have  given — variety  ! 
That  we  have  poked  on,  in  profe  and  verfe. 

Thro’  Tragedy , — and  Comedy, — and  Farce. 

Have  you  not  had  in  me  a  ftrange  farrago. 

Of  Rbadarnijlus,  Sturgeon,  and  lago  ? 

Nay,  we  have  run  from  Englifo  to  the  French , 

And  the  great  boy  became  a  fimple  wench  ! 

Nature  a  fimple  wench  much  better  teaches 
To  aft  our  charafters,  and  wear  the  breeches. 


Bat,  why  this  motley  mixture  ? — ’Tis  the  fafhion  ; 
The  times  are  medley,— medley  all  the  nation. 

One  day  reigns  Tragedy, — all  gloom  and  forrow  ; 
Then,  (hift  the  fcenes — and  enter  Farce  to-morrow. 
Now  rife  fix  thoufand  difcontented  failors  ! 

Then  comes  the  Farce, — up  get  as  many  taylors ! 
Thefe  kings  of fhreds  and  patches  touch’d  in  brain, 

Strut  for  a  day,  and  then - crofs-legg’d  again. 

Our  Goddefs,  Liberty,  from  whom  we  own 
Each  blefling  fprings — for  George  is  on  the  throne. 
Now,  Magna  Gharta  and  a  William  gives. 

Then  fcours  the  ftreets,  and  with  the  rabble  lives  ; 
Will  drink,  huzza,  and  roufe  you  from  your  beds. 
Break  all  your  windows,  and  perhaps  your  heads  : 
Here  tafte,  opinions,  paflions  never  fix, 

But  rife  and  fall  like  docks — and  politicks. 

That  we  (hould  afk  you  to  our  medley  treat, 

And  get  you  too— was,  faith!  no  boyilh  feat. 

Are  we  not  hrpeful  youths  ? - Deal  fair,  and  tell  us 

And  likely  to  turn  out  good  fprightly  fellows  ? 

I  mean  to  have  that  kind  of  ufeful  fpirit. 

Which  modejlly  ajfures  us  we  have  merit. 

We  little  folks,  like  great  ones,  are  but  (how. 

Bold face  oft  hides  what  the  faint  heart  doth  know. 
Think  ye,  we  were  not  in  a  grievous  fright, 

To  have  our  noble  Patron  in  our  fi°ht. 

Who  knows— is  known  fo  well  to  fpeak  and  write  ! 
We  pray’d,  before  our  awful  judge  appearing. 

That  our  weak  pipes  were  not  within  his  hearing; 
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One  fenfe  of  hi.',  lefs  keen  than  all  the  reft. 
Somewhat  becalm’d  the  flutter  of  my  breaft  ; 

It  gave  fome  courage  to  our  troubled  thoughts. 

That  feeing  only  mark’d  but  half  our  faults. 

“  ’Tis  an  ill  wind,  they  fay,  that  blows  no  good,” 
And  well  the  proverb  now  is  underftood  ; 

For  what  has  long  been  mourn’d  by  all  the  nation. 

Is  at  this  time  our  only  confolation. 
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ON  LAURA’ s  GRAVE. 


BENEATH  yon  flowery  turf,  the  faireft  head. 
E’er  flept  on  Earth’s  cold  bofom,  lies  afleep. 

O  Earth  !  enwrap  her  foft;  and  o’er  her  dull 
Let  every  Grace  and  every  Virtue  weep. 

O 

The  Morn,  as  o’er  the  mifty  plain  Ihe  treads. 

Shall  fprinkle  on  the  fod  her  pearly  tears, 

And  o’er  her  grave  (hall  Eve  delight  to  mufe. 

While  airy  dirges  footh  her  liftening  ears. 

Oft  the  blue  nightly  taper’s  ftudious  flame 

Shall  weeping  Fancy  leave,  and  thro*  the  gloom 
Steal  a  fad  vifitant  to  pour  her  plaints, 

And  bend  her  penflve  head  o’er  Laura’s  tomb. 


Here 
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Here  fhall  fhe  fee,  the  fame  due  rites  to  pay,' 

With  filent  pace,  in  fable  weeds  array’d, 

Eye-ftreaming  Sorrow,  and  deep-fighing  Love, 

With  trailing  torch,  advance  along  the  fhade. 

The  Mufes  come,  and  fcatter  wreaths  around. 

Weav’d  by  the  fingers  of  the  infant  Year  ; 

Remembrance  comes,  and  hence  departing  loth. 

Oft  turns  the  wifliful  look,  and  drops  a  tear. 

•§-  if  *  -»•  tjt  -if-  -st  if  -if-ifif-ifif- #-•$. 

SONNET. 

TO  A  LADY  OF  INDISCREET  VIRTUE. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

B  Y  T - — —  P . . 

WHILE  you,  fair  Anna,  innocently  gay, 

And  free  and  open,  all  referve  difdainj 
Where  ever  Fancy  leads  fecurely  ftray, 

And  confcious  of  no  ill  can  fear  no  ftain  j 

Let  calm  Difcretion  guide  with  fteady  rein. 

Let  early  Caution  twitch  your  gentle  ear  j 
She’ll  tell  you  Cenfure  lays  her  wily  train. 

To  blaft  thofe  beauties  which  too  bright  appear. 


Vol.  nr. 
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Ah  me  f  I  fee  the  monfter  lurking  near, 

I  know  her  haggard  eye,  and  poifonous  tongue, 
She  fcans  your  actions  with  malicious  leer. 

Eager  to  wreft  and  reprefent  them  wrong  ; 

Yet  lhall  your  conduct,  circumfpeSt  and  clear. 

Nor  baleful  touch,  nor  fangs  envenom’d  fear. 


THE  SHEPHERD’S  INVITATION; 
A  SONG. 


BY  CHRISTOPHER  MARLOE. 

O  M  E  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 


And  we  will  ail  the  pleafures  prove, 
That  valleys,  groves,  or  hill,  or  field, 

Or  wood,  or  iteepy  mountain  yield. 

There  will  we  fit  upon  the  rocks, 

And  fee  the  Ihepherds  feed  their  flocks, 

By  lhallow  rivers,  to  whofe  falls 
Melodious  birds  fing  madrigals. 

There  will  I  make  thee  beds  of  rofes, 

With  a  thoufand  fragrant  pofies, 

A  cap  of  flowers,  ard  a  kirtle 
Embroider’d  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 


A  gowo 
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A  gown,  made  of  the  fineil  wool 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull. 
Slippers  lin’d  choicely  for  the  cold. 
With  buckles  of  the  pureft  gold. 

A  belt  of  ftraw,  and  ivy  buds. 

With  coral  clafps,  and  amber  ftuds ; 

And  if  thefe  pleafures  may  thee  move. 
Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 

Thy  filver  difhes  for  thy  meat, 

A.s  precious  as  the  gods  do  eat. 

Shall,  on  an  ivory  table,  be 
Prepar’d  each  day  for  thee  and  me. 

The  Ihepherd-fwains  (hall dance  and  fing 
For  thy  delight  each  May-morning  ; 

If  thefe  delights  thy  mind  may  move. 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 


U 


THE 


{  2Q2  } 


THE  NYMPH’s  ANSWER. 


BY  SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH. 

IF  all  the  world  and  love  were  young. 

And  truth  in  every  Ihepherd’s  tongue, 

Thefe  pretty  pleafures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

But  Time  drives  flocks  from  field  to  fold. 

When  rivers  rage,  and  rocks  grow  cold. 

And  Philomel  becometh  dumb. 

The  reft  complain  of  cares  to  come. 

The  flowers  that  bloom  in  wanton  field 
To  wayward  Winter  reckoning  yield  ; 

A  honey-tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 

Is  Fancy’s  fpring,  but  Sorrow’s  fall. 

Thy  gowns,  thy  (hoes,  thy  beds  of  rofes, 

Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle,  and  thy  pofies, 

Soon  break,  foon  wither,  foon  forgotten, 

In  Folly  ripe,  in  Reafon  rotten. 

Thy 
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Thy  belt  of  draw,  and  ivy  buds. 

Thy  coral  clafps,  and  amber  duds. 

All  thefe  in  me  no  mind  can  move 
To  come  to  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

What  fhould  we  talk  of  dainties  then. 

Of  better  meat  than’s  fit  for  men  ? 

Thefe  are  but  vain ;  that’s  only  good 
Which  God  hath  bleft,  and  fent  for  food. 

But  could  Youth  laft,  and  Love  Hill  breed. 
Had  Joy  no  date,  and  Age  no  need. 

Then  thefe  delights  my  mind  might  move 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 


> 
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BY  THE  SAME. 

SHALL  J,  like  an  hermit,  dwell 
On  a  rock,  or  in  a  cell. 

Calling  home  the  fmalleft  part 
That  is  miffing  of  my  heart. 

To  bellow  it  where  I  may 
Meet  a  rival  every  day  l 
If  Ihe  undervalues  me, 

What  care  I  how  fair  Ihe  be  ? 

U  3 


Were 
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Were  her  trefles  angel  gold  j 
If  a  ftranger  may  be  bold. 
Unrebuked,  unafraid, 

To  convert  them  to  a  brayde. 

And,  with  little  mote  a-do. 

Work  them  into  bracelets  too; 

If  the  mine  be  grown  fo  free, 
What  care  I  how  rich  it  be  ? 

Were  her  hands  as  rich  a  prize 
As  her  hairs,  or  precious  eyes ; 

If  fhe  lay  them  out  to  take 
Julies  for  good-manners  fake  ; 
And  let  every  lover  Ikip 
From  her  hand  unto  her  lip  ; 

If  Ihe  feem  not  chafte  to  me. 
What  care  I  how  chafte  Ihe  be  ? 

No  ;  Ihe  muft  be  perfedt  fnow, 

In  effedt  as  well  as  lhow, 
Warming  but  as  fnow-balls  do. 
Not  like  fire  by  burning  too; 

But  when  Ihe  by  change  hath  got 
To  her  heart  a  fecond  lot ; 

Then,  if  others  lhare  with  me. 
Farewell  her,  whate’er  Ihe  be. 


I  N 
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IN  IMITATION  OF  MARLOE. 
O  M  E  live  with  me,  and  be  my  dear, 


V_>  And  we  will  revel  all  the  year. 

In  plains  and  groves,  on  hills  and  dales. 
Where  fragrant  air  breeds  fweeteft  gales. 
There  fhall  you  have  the  beauteous  pine. 
The  cedar,  and  the  fpreadi-ng  vine. 

And  all  the  woods  to  be  a  fereen. 

Left  Phoebus  kffs  my  fummer’s  green. 
The  feat  of  your  difport  fhall  be 
Over  fome  river  in  a  tree. 

Where  filver  fands  and  pebbles  ling 
Eternal  ditties  to  the  fpring. 

The-  (hail  you  fee  the  Nymphs  at  play, 
And  how  the  Satyrs  fpend  the  day  ; 

The  fifties  gliding  on  the  fands. 

Offering  their  bellies  to  your  hands. 

The  oirds,  with  heavenly-tuned  throats, 
Poffefs  wood’s  echo  with  fweet  notes, 
Which  to  your  fenfes  will  impart 
A  mufic  to  enflame  the  heart. 

Upon  the  bare  and  leaflefs  oak. 

The  ring-dove’s  wooings  will  provoke 
A  colder  blood  than  you  poffefs 
To  play  with  me,  and  do  no  lefs. 


U  4 
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In  bowers  of  laurel,  trimly  dighfe, 

We  will  outwear  the  filent  night. 

While  Flora  bufy  is  to  fpread 
Her  richell:  treafure  on  our  bed. 

Ten  thoufand  glow-worms  fhall  attend. 
And  all  their  fparkling  lights  (hall  l'pend4 
All  to  adorn  and  beautify 
Your  lodging  with  more  majefiy. 

Then  in  my  arms  will  I  enclofe 
Lilies  fair  mixture  with  the  rofe  ; 

Whole  nice  perfections  in  Love’s  play 
Shall  tune  me  to  the  highefl  key. 

Thus  as  we  pafs  the  welcome  night, 

In  fportful  pleafure  and  delight. 

The  nimble  Fairies  on  the  ground. 

Shall  dance  and  ling  melodious  founds. 
If  thefe  may  ferve  for  to  entice 
Your  prefence  to  Love’s  Paradife, 

Then  come  with  me,  and  be  my  deara 
And  we  will  ftrait  begin  the  year. 


MORNIN  G, 
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BY  J.  CUNNINGHAM. 

IN  the  barn  the  tenant  cock, 

Clofe  to  Partlet  perch’d  on  high, 
Jlrilkly  crows,  (the  Ihepherd’s  clock) 

And  proclaims  the  morning  nigh. 


Swiftly  from  the  mountain’s  brow. 

Shadows,  nurs’d  by  night,  retire; 

And  the  peeping  fun-beam  now 
Paints  with  gold  the  village-fpire. 

Now  the  pine-tree’s  waving  top 
Gently  greets  the  morning  gale ; 

And  the  new-wak’d  kidlings  crop 
Dailies  round  the  dewy  vale. 

Philomel  forfakes  the  thorn. 

Plaintive  where  Ihe  prates  at  night ; 

And  the  lark,  to  greet  the  morn. 

Spars  beyond  the  Ihepherd’s  fight. 

From 


C  298  ) 


From  the  clay-built  cottage-ridge. 

See  the  chattering  fwallow  Spring  ! 

Darting  thro’  the  one-arch'd  bridge. 
Quick  fhe  dips  her  dappled  wing. 

Lo  the  bufy  bees  employ’d  ! 

Refllefs  till  their  talk  be  done  1 

Now  from  fweet  to  fweet,  uncloy’d. 
Sipping  dew  before  the  fun. 

Trickling  thro’  the  crevic’d  rock. 

See  the  filver  ftream  diftill  ! 

Sweet  refrelhment  for  the  flock. 

When  ’tis  fun-drove  from  the  hill  ? 

Ploughmen,  for  the  promis’d  corn 
Ripening  o’er  the  banks  of  Tweed, 

Anxious  hear  the  huntfman’s  horn, 
Soften’d  by  the  fhepherd’s  reed. 

Sweet,  oh  fweet,  the  warbling  throng. 
On  the  white  embloffom’d  fpray  ; 

All  is  mufic,  mirth,  and  fong, 

At  the  jocund  dawn  of  day. 


NOON 
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NOON. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

FERVID  now  the  fun-beam  glows. 
Drinking  deep  the  morning  gem  ; 
Not  a  dew-drop’s  left  the  rofe. 

To  refrefh  her  parent  Item. 

By  the  brook  the  fhepherd  dines. 

From  the  fierce  meridian  heat 
Shelter’d  by  the  branching  pines. 

Pendent  o’er  his  grafly  feat. 

See,  the  flocks  forfake  the  glade. 

Where  uncheck’d  the  fun-beams  fall. 
Sure  to  find  a  pleafing  fliade 
By  the  ivy’d  abbey  wall. 

Echo,  in  her  airy  round 

O’er  the  river,  rock,  and  hill, 

Cannot  catch  a  Angle  found. 

Save  the  clack  of  yonder  mill. 


Cattle 
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Cattle  count  the  breezes  bland. 

Where  the  ftreamlet  wanders  cool  ; 

Or  with  languid  filence  Hand 
Midway  in  the  marfhy  pooh 

Fat  from  mountain,  dell,  or  dream. 
Not  a  fluttering  Zephyr  fprings  ; 

Fearful  left  the  piercing  beam 
Scorch  its  foft,  its  fllken  wings  ^ 

Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  ftir  ; 

Nature’s  lull’d,  ferene  and  ftill  ; 

Quiet  e’en  the  fhepherd’s  cur, 

Sleeping  on  the  heath- clad  hill. 

Languid  is  the  Iandfcape  round. 

Till  the  frefti  defeending  fhewer 

Xindly  cools  the  thirfty  ground, 

•find  revives  each  fainting  flower. 

Now  the  hill,  the  hedge,  is  green. 
Now  the  warbler’s  throat’s  in  tunc  j 

Efithfome  is  the  vernal  feene, 
Frighten’d  by  the  beams  of  noon. 


EVENING* 
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EVENING. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

AS  the  plodding  ploughman  goes 

Homeward,  (to  the  hamlet  bound) 

Giant-like  his  lhadow  grows. 

Lengthen’d  o’er  the  level  ground. 

O’er  the  mead  the  bullock  flrays 

Free - the  furrow’d  talk  is  done; 

And  the  village  windows  blaze, 

Burnifh’d  by  the  fetting  Sun. 

Mark  him,  from  behind  the  hill. 

Strike  the  purple-painted  Ikyj 
Can  the  pencil’s  mimic  fkill 
Copy  die  refulgent  dye  ? 

-  .  ■  • « 

Where  the  rifing  foreft  fpreads 
Round  the  time-decaying  dome. 

To  their  high-built  airy  beds 
See  the  rooks  returning  home ! 

A» 
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As  the  lark,  with  varied  tune, 

Carrols  to  the  et'ening,  loud, 

Mark  the  mild  refplendent  moon 
Breaking  thro’  a  parted  cloud  1 

Now  the  hermit  howlet  peeps 
From  the  barn,  or  twilled  brake. 
And  the  curling  vapour  creeps 
C’er  the  lily-border’d  lake  : 

As  the  trout,  in  fpeckled  pride. 
Playful,  from  its  bofom  fprings. 
To  the  banks  a  rufiled  tide 
Verges  in  fucceflive  rings. 

Tripping  thro’  the  filken  grafs. 

O'er  the  path-divided  dale. 

See,  the  rofe-complexion’d  lafs 

With  the  well-pois’d  milking-pail  ! 

Linnets  with  unnumber’d  notes. 

And  the  cuckoo  bird  with  two. 
Tuning  fweet  their  mellow  throats. 
Bid  the  fetting  fun  adieu. 


ON 
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ON  MAY. 

WRITTEN  IN  APRIL  MDCCLXI. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

TH  E  virgin,  when  foften’d  by  May, 

Attends  to  the  villager’s  vows  ; 

The  birds  fweetly  bill  on  the  fpray, 

And  poplars  embrace  with  their  boughs. 

On  Ida  bright  Venus  may  reign. 

Ador’d  for  her  beauty  above  * 

We  fhepherds,  that  live  on  the  plain, 

Hail  May  as  the  mother  of  Love. 

From  the  weft,  as  it  wantonly  blows, 

Fond  Zephyr  carefies  the  pine  ; 

The  bee  fteals  a  kifs  from  the  rofe. 

And  willows  and  woodbines  entwine  ; 

The  pinks  by  the  rivulet’s  fide, 

That  border  the  vernal  above, 

Eend  downwards  to  kifs  the  foft  tide. 

For  May  is  the  mother  of  Xove, 

May 
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May  tinges  the  butterfly’s  wing  ; 

He  flutters  in  bridal  array  : 

If  the  larks  and  the  linnets  now  fing. 
Their  mufic  is  taught  them  by  May. 
The  flock-dove,  reclufe  with  her  mate. 
Conceals  her  fond  blifs  in  the  grove  ; 
And  murmuring  feems  to  repeat. 

That  May  is  the  mother  of  Love'. 

The  goddefs  will  viflt  you  foon  ; 

Ye  virgins,  be  fportive  and  gay  ; 

Get  your  pipes,  oh  ye  lhepherds,  in  tune. 
For  mufic  muft  welcome  the  May. 
Would  Damon  have  Phillis  prove  kind. 
And  all  his  keen  anguifh  remove. 

Let  him  tell  a  foft  tale,  and  he‘11  And, 
That  May  is  the  mother  of  Love. 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  VOLUME. 
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TO  THE 


tHIRD  VOLUME. 


Tl/T A  R  Y,  Quren  of  Scots,  an  Elegy. 

•EYJ.  Hen  gif  and  Mey,  a  Ballad.  By  the  Author  of  the 
Concubine.  — —  — 

Knowledge ,  an  Ode.  By  the  fame.  ■  ■  ■ 

Epigram  addreffed  to  the  Author  of  the  Note  in  Pope's  Works. 

By  the  Rev.  Mr.  Henley.  ■ 

The  Shaft.  By  the  fame.  ■  .  -« 

Iris  to  Philus.  By  the  fame. 

Love  Elegy.  By  the  fame.  — 
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By  the  fame.  — 
Efq'. 


Infcription  under  the  Shade  of  a  Lady. 

To  Colonel  R - s.  By  S - B- 

T’o  a  Lady  with  an  Etui.  By  the  fame. 

To  the  fame,  after  having  received  a  Heart  wrought  with 
her  own  Hair  for  a  Watch.  By  the  fame.  — - 

The  Hermit.  By  - .  -  ..  ■ .  . 

Death,  a  Poetical  EJfay.  By  Dr.  Porteus.  .  - 

The  Day  of  Judgment,  a  Poetical  EJfay.  By  Dr.  Glynn. 


To  a  Lady  going  to  bathe  in  the  Sea.  By  George  Keat,  Efq. 
Prologue  to  the  Play  of  King  John.  By  the  fame.  — 
Epilogue  to  the  fame  Play.  By  the  fame.  —— 

Infcription 
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40 
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44/ 

45 

47 
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61 
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74 

76 


By  J- 


I  N  D  E  X. 

Ode  to  Health.  By  J -  -  ■  C - -. 

Epitaph  on  a  Stho'dlfellovj.  By  the  fame. 
Sonnet.  By  the  fame,  ■ 

Ode.  - — 

Sonnet ;  on  Arbitrary  Government. 

Infer  ipt  ion  for  a  Root -Ho  life.  By 
Prologue.  By  A.  Murphy,  F.lq. 

Epilogue.  Ey  D.  Garrick,  Efq. 

On  Laura  s  Grave.  . 

Sonnet ,  to  a.  Lady  of  indfereet  Virtue. 

The  Shepherd's  Invitation ,  a  Song. 

Marloe.  - - -  - 

The  Nymph's  Anfver.  By  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 

A  Poem.  By  the  fame.  - - 

In  Imitation  of  Marloe.  - - «.  — 

Morning.  By  J.  Cunningham,  - — 

Noon.  By  the  fame. 


By  T- 


By  Chriftopher 
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Evening. 
On  May. 


By  the  fame. 
By  the  fame. 
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